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POEMS OF THE WAR 

THE WASHERS OP THE SHROUD 

OCTOBEB, 1861 

Alono a river-side, I know not where, 
I walked one night in mystery of dream ; 
A chill creeps curdling yet beneath my hair, 
To think what chanced me by the pallid gleam 
Of a moon-wraith that waned through haunted air. 

Pale fireflies pulsed within the meadow-mist 
Their halos, wavering thistledowns of light ; 
The loon, that seemed to mock some goblin tryst, 
Laughed ; and the echoes, huddling in affright, 
Like Odin's hounds, fled baying down the night. 

Then all was silent, till there smote my ear 

A movement in the stream that checked my breath: 

Was it the slow plash of a wading deer ? 

But something said, ^^ This water is of Death I 

The Sisters wash a shroud, — ill thing to hear 1 " 

I, looking then, beheld the ancient Three 

Known to the Greek's and to the Northman's 

creed. 
That sit in shadow of the mystic Tree, 



2 POBUS OP TBB WAR 

Still I'rouaing, » they weave their ciitllt»B brede. 
One Hoiio; : » Tune was, Time is, and Time shall I 



No wrinkled 
But fair as j-b"*"^ 
To mourniir, ] 
Something t« 
Thrilled m I 
gleanu 



CKHWt were they, u I had decmtMl, 
" ^ — ■, to-morrow, 
r Rueinwi ; 

too dm'p for sorrow, 
ail from thctr foces I 



" Still men ai < as they hnve strawn," ' 

So sang they, i.. tir task the while ; 

** The fatal niiment must he cleansed ere dawn : 
For Austria ? Italy ? the Soa-Queen's isle ? 
O'er what iniendied ijraiidcur must our shroud be 
drawn ? 

"Or is it for a younger, fairer corse. 
That giithircd States like chiMreii round his knees. 
That tauicd the wave to he his posting-horse. 
Feller of forests, linker of tlie seas. 
Bridge-builder, hammerer, youngest son of Thor's? 

" What make we, murmur" st tliou ? and what are 



When empires must be wound, we bring the 

shroud, 
The time-old web of the implacable Tlirec : 
Is it too coarse for him, the young and proud ? 
Earth's mightiest deigned to wear it, — why not 

he?" 
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"Is there no hope?" I moaned, "so strong, so 

fair I 
Our Fowler whose proud bird would brook ere- 

while 
No rival's swoop in all our western air I 
Grather the ravens, then, in funeral file 
For him, life's mom yet golden in his hair ? 



" Leave me not hopeless, ye unpitying dames I 
I see, half seeing. Tell me, ye who scanned 
The stars. Earth's elders, still must noblest aims 
Be traced upon oblivious ocean-sands ? 
Must Hesper join the wailing ghosts of names? 



» 



" When grass-blades stiffen with red battle-dew. 
Ye deem we choose the victor and the slain : 
Say, choose we them that shall be leal and true 
To the heart's longing, the high faith of brain ? 
Yet there the victory lies, if ye but knew. 

" Three roots bear up Dominion : Knowledge, 

Will,— 
These twain are strong, but stronger yet the 

third, — 
Obedience, — 't is the great tap-root that still. 
Knit round the rock of Duty, is not stirred. 
Though Heaven-loosed tempests spend their utmost 

skill. 

" Is the doom sealed for Hesper ? 'T is not wo 
Denounce it, but the Law before all time: 
The brave makes danger opportunity ; 




The waverer, {tattering with tlie chance Hulilira 
Dwarfs it to peril : which shall Ilesper be? 

*' Hath he lot mltiires climb his oaglv's seat 
To make Jove's bolts purvi-ynm of their maw? I 

Plath he the " ' — ' — -'■*» fouml moro sw<i«t ! 

Than Wisilo on'n wind for Law? | 

Then let him ic doomster'a feet! 



" Koiigh are hewii in flintiest rocit. 

States I'limb ilip|>cry those witli gold 

Down whlt^'h i rt^Mnnl mock : 

No chafFtTi'r'E . ig iho 9c<'ptre liold. 

Who, given a tate to shai>e, would sell the block. 

" We sing old Sa^s, songs of weal and woe, 
Mystie beeaiise too eliea])ly understood ; 
Dark sajinfjs are not ours ; men hear and know. 
See Kvil weak, see strength alone In Good, 
Yet hope to stem God's fire with walls of tow, 

" Time Was unlocks the riddle of Time Is, 
That offers choice of glory or of {jlooni ; 
The solver makes Time Shall lie surely his. 
But hasten, Sisters I for even now the tomb 
Grates its slow hinge and calls from the abyss." 

" But not for him," I cried, " not yet for him, 
Whose large horizon, westering, stir by star 
Wins from the void to where on Ocean's rim 
The sunset shnts the woi'ld with golilen l>:ir. 
Not yet his thews shall fail, his eye grow dim I 
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^* His shall be larger manhood, saved for those 
That walk unblenching through the trial-fires ; 
Not suffering, but faint heart, is worst of woes, 
And he no base-bom son of craven sires. 
Whose eye need blench confronted with his foes. 

^* Tears may be ours, but proud, for those who win 
Death's royal purple in the f oeman's lines ; 
Peace, too, brings tears ; and mid the battle-din. 
The wiser ear some text of God divines, 
For the sheathed blade may rust with darker sin. 

^^ God, give us peace I not such as lulls to sleep. 
But sword on thigh, and brow with purpose knit ! 
And let our Ship of State to harbor sweep. 
Her ports all up, her battle-lanterns lit. 
And her leashed thunders gathering for their 
leap!" 

So cried I with clenched hands and passionate 

pain. 
Thinking of dear ones by Potomac's side ; 
Again the loon laughed mocking, and again 
The echoes bayed far down the night and died, 
While waking I recalled my wandering brain. 
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TWO SCENES FROM THE LIFE OF BLONDEL 



Scene I. — Nuar a caxtle in Grrrminy. 



'T WERE no h 

The [Htpiila) 
T wero only t 

And ow-n U 
Rather Trutli' 

Though aha 
lioyal to Lots. 

No badge hut of my rightful hmg. 



laIlo<^, to win 

iiong: 
ain, 

;h Hnatched by wron^ 
le wear, 

tbonts may sting ; 



Patient by town and tower I wait. 

Or o'er the blustering luoorlantl go ; 
I buy no praise at cheaper rate. 

Or wliat faint hearts may fancy so ; 
For me, no joy in lady's bower, 

Or hall, or tourney, will I sing, 
Till tlie slow stars wheel roiind the hour 

That crowns my liero and my king. 



While all the land mns red with strife. 

And wealth is won by pedler-crimes. 
Let who will find content in life 

And tinkle in unmanly rhymes ; 
I wait and seek ; through dark and light. 

Safe in my heart my hope I bring. 
Till I once more my faith may I'light 

To him my whole soul owns her king. 
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When power is filched by drone and dolt. 

And, with caught breath and flashing eye, 
Her knuckles whitening round the bolt, 

Vengeance leans eager from the sky. 
While this and that the people guess. 

And to the skirts of praters cling, 
Who court the crowd they should compress, 

I turn in scorn to seek my king. 

Shut in what tower of darkling chance 

Or dungeon of a narrow doom, 
Dream'st thou of battle-axe and lance 

That for the Cross make crashing room ? 
Come I with hushed breath the battle waits 

In the wild van thy mace's swing ; 
While doubters parley with their fates, 

Make thou thine own and ours, my king I 

O, strong to keep upright the old. 

And wise to buttress with the new. 
Prudent, as only are the bold, 

Clear-eyed, as only are the true. 
To foes benign, to friendship stern, 

Intent to imp Law's broken wing, 
Who would not die, if death might earn 

The right to kiss thy hand, my king? 

Scene II. — An Inn near the Ch&teau of Chains. 

Well, the whole thing is over, and here I sit 
With one arm in a sling and a milk-score of 
gashes, 
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And this flagon of Cyprus miiKt v'vn worm my wit, 
SiniX' whnt 's left of youtk'si fliiniu is a head 
fltH'kiHl with aHhoA. 

I remc]iil>er I sat in this very Hame luii, — 

I waH young then, and one youn^^ tiiau thought I 



I had f Duud 

And was 

raiiK 



n King Richard w:lh in, 
)nghuid to jiu^h on the 



Bouk that sat guzzling 
!t nor recked my deri- 



IIow I scor 

aroiir 
And kjien 

sion ! 
Let tlic winld siuk or Bwim, John or Richard be 

All one, so tin' l»er-tax got Ii'tiioiit rcviKion. 
How littb I (Irt'iuiiod, as I Irainpfd tiji and down, 
That granting our wish one of Fatu's saddest 



J' 
I had n 



iola. 



vith 



- my king got his 



And niaile his wliuk' hiisinoss to l.rcak other 

folks' s. 



I might as well join in the safe ohl (nm. dim : 
A hero 'a an excellent loadstar, — hut, bless ye. 

What infinite odds 'twixt a hero to eoiiie 
And your only too paljialilc hero ii> case/ 

Precisely the odds (such examples are rife) 

'Twixt the poem conceived and the rhyme we 
make show of, 
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Twixt the boy's morning dream and the wake-up 
of life, 
'Twixt the Blondel God meant and a Blondel 
I know of I 

But the world's better off, I'm convinced of it 
now, 
Than if heroes, like buns, could be bought for 
a penny 
To regard all mankind as their haltered milch-cow. 
And just care for themselves. Well, God cares 
for the many ; 
For somehow the poor old Earth blunders along. 
Each son of hers adding his mite of unfitness. 
And, choosing the sure way of coming out wrong. 
Gets to port as the next generation will wit- 
ness. 

You think her old ribs have come all crashing 
through. 
If a whisk of Fate's broom snap your cobweb 
asunder ; 
But her rivets were clinched by a wiser than you. 
And our sins cannot push the Lord's right hand 
from under. 
Better one honest man who can wait for God's 
mind 
In our poor shifting scene here though heroes 
were plenty 1 
Better one bite, at forty, of Truth's bitter rind. 
Than the hot wine that gushed from the vintage 
of twenty I 
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I see it all now : when I wanted a king, 

'T was the kingship that failed in myself I was 
seeking,— 
'T is so much less easy to do than to sing. 

So much simpler to reign by a proxy than he 
king I 
Yes, I think I do see : after all 's said and song. 
Take this one rule of life and you never will rue 

it,- 

T is but do your own duty and hold your own 
tongue 
And Blondel were royal himself, if he knew it ! 



MEMORISE posrruM 

R. G. SHAW 
I. 

Beneath the trees. 
My lifelong friends in this dear spot, 
Sad now for eyes that see them not, 
I hear the autumnal breeze 
Wake the dry leaves to sigh for gladness gone. 
Whispering vague omens of oblivion. 

Hear, restless as the seas. 
Time's grim feet rustling through the withered 

grace 
Of many a spreading reahn and strong-stemmed 
race. 
Even as my own through these. 
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Why make we moan 
For loss that doth enrich us yet 
With upward yearnings of regret? 

Bleaker than unmossed stone 
Our lives were but for this immortal gain 
Of onstilled longing and inspiring pain I 

As thrills of long-hushed tone 
Live in the viol, so our souls grow fine 
With keen vibrations from the touch divine 

Of noble natures gone. 

'T were indiscreet 
To vex the shy and sacred grief 
With harsh obtrusions of relief ; 

Yet, Verse, with noiseless feet. 
Go whisper : ^^ This death hath far choicer ends 
Than slowly to impearl in hearts of friends ; 

These obsequies 't is meet 
Not to seclude in closets of the heart, 
But, church-like, with wide doorways, to impart 

Even to the heedless street." 

II. 

Brave, good, and true, 
I see him stand before me now, 
And read again on that young brow. 
Where every hope was new, 
How sweet were life I Yet, by the mouth firm-set. 
And look made up for Duty's utmost debt, 

I could divine he knew 
That death within the sulphurous hostile lines, 
In the mere wreck of nobly-pitched designs, 
Plucks heart's-ease, and not rue. 
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Iluppy tlieir eml 
Who vuuinh down life's evening titream 
Pbu-iil :k8 swans that drift in dream 
Round the next river-hend ! 
Happy long life, with honor at thv close, 
Frieniis' pain' ' ) softened tliought of 

foesl 
And yet, peod 

All at a gush, Irst faith sare 

From uiid-li jid eld'n 



[Kior, 
Whiit morb 



one send? 



Right ill the van, 
On tlie red lainiiart'a slippery swell, 
Willi heart that heat a eharge, he fell 

Foowanl, as tits a man ; 
But the high son! binus on to light men's feet 
Where death for noble ends makes djiiig sweet; 

His life lier ei-esccnt's span 
Orbs full with share in their undarkening days 
Who ever climbed the battailous stt^eps of praise 

Since valor's praise began. 



His life's expense 
Ilatli WDti him eovternal youth 
With the immaculate prime of Truth; 
While we, who make pretence 
At living on, and wake and eat and sleep, 
And life's stale trick by repetition keep, 
Our fiuklu peruiauence 
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(A poor leaf-shadow on a brook, whose play 
Of busy idlesse ceases with our day) 
Is the mere cheat of sense. 

We bide our chance, 
Unhappy, and make terms with Fate 
A little more to let us wait ; 
He leads for aye the advance, 
Hope's forlorn -hopes that plant the desperate 

good 
For nobler Earths and days of manlier mood ; 

Our wall of circumstance 
Cleared at a bound, he flashes o'er the fight, 
A saintly shape of fame, to cheer the right 
And steel each wavering glance. 

I write of one, 
While with dim eyes I think of three ; 
Who weeps not others fair and brave as he ? 
Ah, when the fight is won, 
Dear Land, whom triflers now make bold to scorn, 
(Thee I from whose forehead Earth awaits her 
mom,) 
How nobler shall the sun 
Flame in thy sky, how braver breathe thy air. 
That thou bred'st children who for thee could dare 
And die as thine have done I 

isas. 
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ON BOARD THE 76 

WRITTEN inilt HK. BUYASl'* MIYKXTIETU UIKTIIDAT 

NartxuM S, ISM 

OUE ship lay t KOfH?' •«»• 

Her ruil<)t-r inaitt o'vt tbo side; 

Her scupjiers, m' olatch BtuggvriDK 

fn.e. 
Trailed tlirei . orimMU throu^-h tliu 

tide: 
Sail.a, shrouds, a^» .-(,..... pirate cannon torn. 

Wo lay, awiiitinjj iiiurn. 

Awaiting morn, sucli morn as uiorks despair; 

Anil sIr' that liari; the proniisi' of thi- world 
Witliin hor sides, m)w hoiK.'less, hehnles.i. bare. 

At random o'er thi' wilderinj; waters hurled ; 
The reek of l.attle drifting slow alee 
Not sullener than we. 

Morn came at hist to ppcr nito onr woe, 

When lo, a sail I Now Hnri-ly help was nigh ; 
The red eross flames aloft, Christ's pledge ; but no. 

Her black gnna grinning liate. she rushes by 
And hails us: — "Gains the leak I Ay, so we 
thought ! 
Sink, then, with curses fraught I " 

I leaned against my gim still angry-hot. 

And my lids tingled w itb the tears held back ; 
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This scorn methought was crueller than shot : 
The manly death-grip in the battle-wrack, 
Yard-arm to yard-arm, were more friendly far 
Than such fear-smothered war. 

There our foe wallowed, like a wounded brute 
The fiercer for his hurt. What now were best ? 

Once more tug bravely at the peril's root, 

Though death came with it ? Or evade the test 

If right or wrong in this God's world of ours 
Be leagued with mightier powers? 

Some, faintly loyal, felt their pulses lag 

With the slow beat that doubts and then de- 
spairs; 
Some, caitiff, would have struck the starry flag 

That knits us with our past, and makes us heirs 
Of deeds high-hearted as were ever done 
'Neath the all-seeing sun. 

But there was one, the Singer of our crew. 

Upon whose head Age waved his peaceful sign. 

But whose red heart's-blood no surrender knew ; 
And couchant under brows of massive line, 

The eyes, like g^ns beneath a parapet. 

Watched, charged with lightnings yet. 

The voices of the hills did his obey ; 

The torrents flashed and tumbled in his song ; 
He brought our native fields from far away. 

Or set us 'mid the innumerable throng 
Of dateless woods, or where we heard the calm 
Old homestead's evening psalm. 
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But m>w lie sang of fiiith to tUing« iinst^n. 

Of frL'(-<loia'B birthriglil giveu tu ua in trust; 
And \t Olds of doughty cheer he spoke between. 

That made all earthly furtuni* seem as duitt, 
Matchi'il with that duty, oKl aa Timo and nen. 
Of being ' ' i, 



We, listening. 

words,' 

MaobcKMl to 

His voiLo ran 

swords, 

And 31'iit our imaraerH shoutin; 

spar 



instant as a star ; 

ur cannon, edged our I 



shroud and 

Heard liitn and stiffenc<l ; the sails heard, and 
wood 
The wimis with loftier mood. 



In our dark hours he maimed our guns a^in ; 
Remanned ourselves from his own manhood's 
stores ; 
Priile, honor, country, throbbed through all his 

And shall we praise ? God's praise was hia be- 
fore ; 
And on our futile laurels he looks down. 
Himself our bravest crown. 
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ODE RECITED AT THE HARVARD COMMEM- 
ORATION 

July 21, 1865 
I. 

Weak-winged is song, 

Nor aims at that clear-ethered height 

Whither the brave deed climbs for light : 

We seem to do them wrong, 
Bringing our robinVleaf to deck their hearse 
Who in warm life-blood wrote their nobler verse, 
Our trivial song to honor those who come 
With ears attuned to strenuous trump and drum. 
And shaped in squadron-strophes their desire, 
Live battle-odes whose lines were steel and fire : 

Yet sometimes feathered words are strong, 
A g^racious memory to buoy up and save 
From Lethe's dreamless ooze, the common grave 

Of the imventurous throng. 

II. 

To-day our Reverend Mother welcomes back 
Her wisest Scholars, those who understood 
The deeper teaching of her mystic tome. 

And offered their fresh lives to make it good: 

No lore of Greece or Rome, 
No science peddling with the names of things, 
Or reading stars to find inglorious fates. 

Can lift our life with wings 
Far from Death's idle gulf that for the many waits, 

And lengthen out our dates 
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With tliut clear &une whom memory sings 

In matily hearts to eoim, and nervoe them mod 

Nor sui'li thy teaching. Mother of ub all I 
Not such tho triiiiipet-caU 

Of ^'- '=-■ ^1, 

Tha « k-ntict* 

From happy i , thn fruitful nest 

Of those half- lie worltl i^hUh IxMt, 

Into rudo ; 

But Htt>m i\vi 

The sponsors id thy cnuile stood 

In the iiua, uu.i:u>.u.vd wood. 
The \'khitas tliat lurks Wucath 
The letter's unprolific slieatli, 
Life of whatoVT niakos life worth living, 
Seed-grain of high emprise, immortikl foinl, 

One hi'uvoidy tiling whereof earth hath the giv- 
ing. 



Many loved Truth, and lavi-ihetl life's best oil 
Amid the du^t of books to find her. 

Content at hist, for guerdon of their toil. 

With the east mantle she hath left behind her. 
Many in sad faith sought for her, 
Miiny with ei-ossed hands sighed for her ; 
But these, our brothers, fought fur her, 
At life's dear (>eril wronglit for lier. 
So loved her that they died for her. 
Tasting the raptured fieetuess 
Of her divine completeness: 



COMMEMORATION ODE 19 

Their higher instinct knew 
Those love her best who to themselves are true, 
And what they dare to dream of, dare to do ; 

They followed her and found her 

Where all may hope to find. 
Not in the ashes of the burnt-out mind. 
But beautiful, with danger's sweetness round her. 

Where faith made whole with deed 

Breathes its awakening breath 

Into the lifeless creed. 

They saw her plumed and mailed. 

With sweet, stem face unveiled. 
And all-repaying eyes, look proud on them in death. 

rv. 

Our slender life runs rippling by, and gUdes 
Into the silent hollow of the past ; 

What is there that abides 
To make the next age better for the last? 

Is earth too poor to give us 
Something to live for here that shall outhve us ? 
Some more substantial boon 
Than such as flows and ebbs with Fortune's fickle 
moon? 
The little that we see 
From doubt is never free ; 
The little that we do 
Is but half-nobly true ; 
With our laborious hiving 
What men call treasure, and the gods call dross. 
Life seems a jest of Fate's contriving, 
Only secure in every one's conniving, 




11 . — -»(p|. in tlip |rrnve. 
(logonFrato, 
■licup a niti!, 
: h1imp« tiur fiito. 
litig iitire 

'eeble light 

Soinutliiii^ that leaps life's narrow bara 
To claim its birlhii^Iit with tlii' hosts of heaven ; 
A seed of sLinshiiic that fan leaven 
Our earthy dnlnesH with the beams of stars, 

Ami f^kirify our clay 
With light from fountains elder than the Day; 
A eonsL-ienee more divine than we, 
A gladness fed witli secret tears, 
A vexing, forward -re a chii if; sense 
Of some more noble ]H>rruanenee ; 
A lijjht across the sea. 
Which haunts the soul and will not lot it be, 
Still beaconing from the heights of undegenerate 
years. 



Whither leads the path 
To ani|.ler fates that leads? 
Not down through flowery meads. 
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To reap an aftermath 
Of youth's vainglorious weeds, 
But up the steep, amid the wrath 
And shock of deadly-hostile creeds, 
Where the world's best hope and stay 
By battle's flashes gropes a desperate way. 
And every turf the fierce foot clings to bleeds. 
Peace hath her not ignoble wreath, 
Ere yet the sharp, decisive word 
Light the black lips of cannon, and the sword 

Dreams in its easeful sheath ; 
But some day the live coal behind the thought, 
Whether from Baal's stone obscene. 
Or from the shrine serene 
Of God's pure altar brought, 
Bursts up in flame ; the war of tongue and pen 
Learns with what deadly purpose it was fraught. 
And, helpless in the fiery passion caught, 
Shakes all the pillared state with shock of men : 
Some day the soft Ideal that we wooed 
Confronts us fiercely, foe-beset, pursued. 
And cries reproachful : " Was it, then, my praise. 
And not myself was loved ? Prove now thy truth ; 
I claim of thee the promise of thy youth ; 
Give me thy life, or cower in empty phrase, 
The victim of thy genius, not its mate I " 
Life may be given in many waysT" 
And loyalty to Truth be sealed 
As bravely in the closet as the field. 
So bountiful is Fate ; 
But then to stand beside her, 
When craven churls deride her, 
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To front n Ito in arm* and not to yii'ld, 

Tl)!3 nIioitr, ttiethinkii, Ood'a phu ' 
A till meiuinra of a iitalwart ma: 
Limbed like tlm »lil hemitf ItreeJg,^ 
W ho fltanilii Klf-poisetl od manhood** noli 
earth, 
Not forrwl to frame excnsos for hU birth. 
Fed friiiii within witli all the rtrcngth he oeeda. 



Such w:ia be, our Martyr-Chief, 

Whom late thv Natiot] Im> had ted, 
A\'ith a«bes ou her head, 
We|»t with the passion of an anjfrr grief : 
Forgive me. if f i-oni pri'seut things I lurti 
To speak what in my licart will b4?at and bum. 
And hanfT my wTcalh ou bin world-honored urn, 
Xatui't', they say, doth dote, 
Aud enunut lunke a man 
Save on some wom-ont plan, 
Kcpf.itiny lis by rote : 
For him her (Jld-Worbi moulds aside she threw. 
And, ilioosiDg sweet clay from the breast 
Of the unexhitufited West. 
\\'itli stuff untainted sbnix'd a hero new, 
Wise, steadfast in the strength of God. and true. 

IIow Ihcautiful to see 
Once more a sliepherd of mankind indeed, 
Who loved his eharge, but never loved to lead ; 
One whose meek floek the people joyed to be, 
Kot lured by any eheat of birth, 
But liy his dear-grained human worth, 
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And brave old wisdom of sincerity I 

They knew that outward grace is dust ; 
They could not choose but trust 
In that sure-footed mind's unfaltering skill. 

And supple-tempered will 
That bent like perfect steel to spring again and 
thrust. 
^ His was no lonely mountain-peak of mind. 
Thrusting to thin air o*er our cloudy bars, 
A sea-mark now, now lost in vapors blind ; 
Broad prairie rather, genial, level-lined. 
Fruitful and friendly for all human kind. 
Yet also nigh to heaven and loved of loftiest stars. 

Nothing of Europe here. 
Or, then, of Europe fronting momward still. 
Ere any names of Serf and Peer 
Could Nature's equal scheme deface 
And thwart her genial will ; 
\/ Here was a type of the true elder race. 
And one of Plutarch's men talked with us face to 
face. 
I pndse him not ; it were too late ; 
And some innative weakness there must be 
In him who condescends to victory 
Such as the Present gives, and cannot wait, 
Safe in himself as in a fate. 
So always firmly he : 
He knew to bide his time. 
And can his fame abide. 
Still patient in his simple faith sublime, 

Till the wise years decide. 
i Grreat captains, with their g^ns and drums, 
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Disinrb oup jndgincnt tor tbe hoar. 
Hut ut Lut silencv com«R ; 
Thcao all .ire gone, und, Ktanding liks ft tower, 
Our ,lin,lrtn aludl Wbal.l his fam«. 

Till' kiiuily-carnciit, brave, foreitcetng man. 
Sagacious, jiatl"'- ^—'' — praiw, uot blame. 
New birth of the first Anierioao. 



Long as man'i ,te can discern 

Or <m)y grn ) ioapiriDg goal 

Outside of ; as tbe pole, 

Aton;; whose coutoi> i^. mg axles bum 
Of Mi>irits bra vt:Ij-|)iti.'heil, tart li"siDanlier brood; 

Loni; as ln-lnw we cannot find 
ThL' iiK'ed Ibat stills tliL' iiu-M.raMe mind; 
So l.>n- tJiis faith to some ideal Good, 
Under whaU'ViT mortal names it masks, 
Freedom, Law, <.'<miitiT, this ethereal mood 

That thaTiks the Fates for their severer tasks, 
Feeliiijj ils elialien'red pulses leap. 
While others sknlk in subterfu;;es clicap. 

And, set iu Dan<jer's van, has all the boon it asks, 
Shall win man's praise and woman's love, 
Shall be a wisdom that ne set above 

All other skills and gifts to culture dear, 

A virtue round whose forehead wo inwi'eathe 
Laurels tluit with a living passion breathe 

When other crowns grow, while we twine them, 

What brings us thronging these high rites to 
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And seal these hours the noblest of our year, 
Save that our brothers found this better way? 

vin. 

^We sit here in the Promised Land 
That flows with Freedom's honey and milk ; 
But 't was they won it, sword in hand, 
Making the nettle danger soft for us as silk. 
We welcome back our bravest and our best ; — 
Ah me I not all ! some come not with the rest, 
Who went forth brave and bright as any here I 
I strive to mix some gladness with my strain, 
But the sad strings complain. 
And will not please the ear : 
I sweep them for a psean, but they wane 

Again and yet again 
Into a dirge, and die away, in pain. 
In these brave ranks I only see the gaps. 
Thinking of dear ones whom the dumb turf wraps, 
Dark to the triumph which they died to gain : 
Fitlier may others greet the living. 
For me the past is unforgiving ; 
I with uncovered -head 
Salute the sacred dead. 
Who went, and who return not. — Say not so I 
'T is not the grapes of Canaan that repay. 
But the high faith that failed not by the way ; 
Virtue treads paths that end not in the grave ; 
No bar of endless night exiles the brave ; 

And to the saner mind 
We rather seem the dead that stayed behind* 
Blow, trumpets, all your exultations blow I 
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For never riuH tbulr aaiwJwl pntaenoe l»cki 


With ever-yoHthhU bn.wH tb»t nobler show; 


We fit! J in our dull rmd thoir sVining track ; J 


la every nobU-r mood J 


We feel tlie 

Part of o„r 
Of all «ur 9 


»pint glow, 1 
legood, 1 


Til 
Secure- from 
Beautiful eren> 


Lgiired back, J 
r high-ht-nrtcd waya, 
1th the ntya 


Of morn on the 


idds of Expectation '. 



But is there hope to save 
Evrn this etht'real essence from the grave ? 
Wliiit I'ver 'seapi'd Oblivion's subtle wrong 
Save a fi'w i-larioii names, or golden threads of song? 
Ilefore my musing eye 
The mi;,'hly ones of old sweei> by, 
Disvoici'd now and insubstantial things. 
As noisy once as we ; poor ghosts of kings, 
Shadows of empire wholly gone to dust. 
And many races, nan>eless long ago. 
To darkness driven by that imperious gust 
Of over-rushing Time th:it here doth blow : 
O visionary \vorld. ouudition strange. 
Where naught abiding is but only Change, 
Where the deo])-bolted f^tars themselves still shift 
and range 1 
Shall we to more continuanee make pretence ? 
RenowD builds tombs; a life-estate is Wit; 
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And, bit by bit, 
The cunning years steal all from us but woe ; 
Leaves are we, whose decays no harvest sow. 

But, when we vanish hence. 
Shall they lie forceless in the dark below, 
Save to make green their little length of sods, 
Or deepen pansies for a year or two, 
Who now to us are shining-sweet as gods ? 
Was dying all they had the skill to do ? 
That were not fruitless : but the Soul resents 
Such short-lived service, as if blind events 
Buled without her, or earth could so endure ; 
She claims a more divine investiture 
Of longer tenure than Fame's airy rents ; 
Whatever she touches doth her nature share ; 
Her inspiration haunts the ennobled air. 

Gives eyes to mountains blind. 
Ears to the deaf earth, voices to the wind, 
And her clear trump sings succor everywhere 
By lonely bivouacs to the wakeful mind ; 
For soul inherits all that soul could dare : 

Yea, Manhood hath a wider span 
And larger privilege of life than man. 
The single deed, the private sacrifice, 
So radiant now through proudly-hidden tears. 
Is covered up erelong from mortal eyes 
With thoughtless drift of the deciduous years ; 
But that high privilege that makes all men peers. 
That leap of heart whereby a people rise 

Up to a noble anger's height. 
And, flamed on by the Fates, not shrink, but grow 
more bright. 



28 POEMS OF THE WAR 

That swift validity in noble veins, 

Of choosing danger and disdaining shame. 

Of being set on flame 
By the pure fire that flies all contact base. 
But wraps its chosen with angeKc might, 
These are imperishable gains, 
Sure as the sun, medicinal as light, 
These hold great futures in their lusty reins 
And certify to earth a new imperial race. 

Who now shaU sneer ? 
Who dare again to say we trace 
Our lines to a plebeian race ? 
Roundhead and Cavalier I 
Dumb are those names erewhile in battle loud ; 
Dream-footed as the shadow of a cloud. 

They flit across the ear : 
That is best blood that hath most iron in 't. 
To edge resolve with, pouring without stint 
For what makes manhood dear. 
Tell us not of Plantagenets, 
Hapsburgs, and Guelfs, whose thin bloods crawl 
Down from some victor in a border-brawl 1 

How poor their outworn coronets. 
Matched with one leaf of that plain civic wreath 
Our brave for honor's blazon shall bequeath. 

Through whose desert a rescued Nation sets 
Her heel on treason, and the trumpet hears 
Shout victory, tingling Europe's sullen ears 
With vain resentments and more vain regrets 1 
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XI. 
Not in anger, not in pride, 
Pure from passion's mixture rude 
Ever to base eaiiih allied, 
But with far-heard gratitude, 
Still with heart and voice renewed, 
To heroes living and dear martyrs dead. 
The strain should close that consecrates our brave. 
Lift the heart and lift the head ! 
Lofty be its mood and grave, 
Not without a martial ring. 
Not without a prouder tread 
And a peal of exultation : 
Little right has he to sing 
Through whose heart in such an hour 
Beats no march of conscious power, 
Sweeps no tumult of elation ! 
'^ 'T is no Man we celebrate. 

By his country's victories great, 
A hero half, and half the whim of Fate, 
But the pith and marrow of a Nation 
Drawing force from all her men. 
Highest, humblest, weakest, all. 
For her time of need, and then 
Pulsing it again through them. 
Till the basest can no longer cower. 
Feeling his soul spring up divinely tall, 
Touched but in passing by her mantle-hem. 
Come back, then, noble pride, for 't is her dower t 
How could poet ever tower. 
If his passions, hopes, and fears, 
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If his triumphs and his tears, 
Kept not measure with his people ? 
Boom, cannon, boom to all the winds and waves ! 
Clash out, glad bells, from every rocking steeple 1 
Banners, adance with triumph, bend your staves ! 
And from every mountain-peak 
Let beaoon-fire to answering beacon speak, 
Katahdin tell Monadnock, Whiteface he, 
And so leap on in light from sea to sea, 
Till the glad news be sent 
Across a kindling continent. 
Making earth feel more firm and air breathe 

braver: 
^^ Be proud ! for she is saved, and all have helped 
to save her ! 
She that lifts up the manhood of the poor. 
She of the open soul and open door. 
With room about her hearth for all mankind ! 
The fire is dreadful in her eyes no more ; 
From her bold front the helm she doth un- 
bind. 
Sends all her handmaid armies back to spin. 
And bids her navies, that ao lately hurled 
Their crashing battle, hold their thunders in. 
Swimming like birds of calm along the un- 

harmful shore. 
No challenge sends she to the elder world. 
That looked askance and hated ; a light scorn 
Plays o*er her month, as round her mighty 

knees 
She calls her children back, and waits the mom 
Of nobler day, enthroned between her subject seas.'' 
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xn. . 

Bow down, dear Land, for thou liast found release I 
Thy God, in these distempered days, 
Hath taught ihee the sure wisdom of His ways, 
And through thine enemies hath wrought thy 
peace! 

Bow down in prayer and praise ! 
No poorest in thy borders but may now 
Lift to the juster skies a man's enfranchised brow. 
O Beautiful ! my Country I ours once more ! 
Smoothing thy gold of war-dishevelled hair 
O'er such sweet brows as never other wore, 

And letting thy set lips. 

Freed from wrath's pale eclipse, 
The rosy edges of their smile lay bare. 
What words divine of lover or of poet 
Could tell our love and make thee know it. 
Among the Nations bright beyond compare ? 

What were our lives without thee ? 

What all our lives to save thee ? 

We reck not what we gave thee ; 

We will not dare to doubt thee. 
But ask whatever else, and we will dare I 
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And ii]()t to snaro tht'c in tlio woods 

I'ruL'L- I o'tirtakc, but thou art fled ! 
I find t!io i-o,-k where thou didst rest. 
The moss tliy skimming font Iiatli jirest ; 

AH N;iturc with thy partiii':^ thrills, 
Likti luaiii-hes after birds new.fii>wn ; 

Thy imsisagc hill ami hollow fills 
■\Vith hints of virtue not their own ; 
III dimi.les still the wat.T slijis 
Where thou liast dipt tliy tiiijjor-tips ; 

Just, just beyond, forever burn 

(ileams of a ^race without i-eturn ; 

UiK>ii thy sliinle I i>lant my foot. 
And tliroufih HIV frame strange raptures 

sbo,>f. 
All ,>f thee but thyself I grasp ; 

1 seein to f<.ld thy luring shape, 
Aiul vague air to iny bo^oin clasp, 

Thou lithe, iHujietual Escape I 
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One mask and then another drops, 
And thou art secret as before : 

Sometimes with flooded ear I list, 

And hear thee, wondrous organist. 
From mighty continental stops 
A thunder of new music pour ; 
Through pipes of earth and air and stone 
Thy inspiration deep is blown ; 
Through mountains, forests, open downs. 
Lakes, railroads, prairies, states, and towns. 
Thy gathering fugue goes rolling on 
From Maine to utmost Oregon ; 
The factory-wheels in cadence hum. 
From brawUng parties concords come ; 
All this I hear, or seem to hear. 
But when, enchanted, I draw near 
To mate with words the various theme, 
Life seems a whiff of kitchen steam, 
History an organ-grinder's thrum. 

For thou hast slipt from it and me 
And all thine organ-pipes left dumb, 

Most mutable Perversity ! 

Not weary yet, I still must seek, 
And hope for luck next day, next week; 
I go to see the great man ride, 
Shiplike, the swelling human tide 
That floods to bear him into port, 
Trophied from Senate-hall and Court ; 
Thy magnetism, I feel it there, 
Thy rhythmic presence fleet and rare. 
Making the Mob a moment flne 
With glimpses of their own Divine, 
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As in their demigod they see 

Their cramped ideal soaring free ; 

T was thou didst bear the fire about. 
That, like the springing of a mine 

Sent up to heaven the street-long shout ; 

Full well I know that thou wast here. 

It was thy breath that bmshed my ear ; 

But vainly in the stress and whirl 

I dive for thee, the moment's pearL 

Through every shape thou well canst run, 

Proteus, 'twixt rise and set of sun. 

Well pleased vrith logger-camps in Maine 

As where Milan's pale Duomo lies 
A stranded glacier on the plain. 
Its peaks and pinnacles of ice 
Melted in many a quaint device. 
And sees, above the city's din, 
Afar its silent Alpine kin : 
I track thee over carpets deep 
To wealth's and beauty's inmost keep ; 
Across the sand of bar-room floors 
Mid the stale reek of boosing boors ; 
Where drowse the hay-field's fragrant heats, 
Or the flail-heart of Autumn beats ; 
I dog thee through the market's throngs 
To where the sea with myriad tongues 
Laps the green edges of the pier. 
And the tall ships that eastward steer. 
Curtsy their farewells to the town, 
0*er the curved distance lessening down ; 
I follow allwhere for thy sake. 
Touch thy robe's hem, but ne'er overtake. 



VENVOl 86 

Find where, scarce yet unmoying, lies, 
Warm from thy limbs, thy last disguise ; 
But thou another shape hast donned, 
And Inrest still just, just beyond I 

But here a voice, I know not whence. 
Thrills clearly through my inward sense, 
Saying : ^^ See where she sits at home 
While thou in search of her dost roam I 
All summer long her ancient wheel 

Whirls hnnmiing by the open door. 
Or, when the hickory's social zeal 

Sets the wide chimney in a roar. 
Close-nestled by the tinkling hearth, 
It modulates the household mirth 
With that sweet serious undertone 
Of duty, music all her own ; 
Still as of old she sits and spins 
Our hopes, our sorrows, and our sins ; 
With equal care she twines the fates 
Of cottages and mighty states ; 
She spins the earth, the air, the sea. 
The maiden's unschooled fancy free, 
The boy's first love, the man's first grief. 
The budding and the fall o' the leaf ; 
The piping west-wind's snowy care 
For her their cloudy fleeces spare, 
Or from the thorns of evil times 
She can glean wool to twist her rhymes ; 
Morning and noon and eve supply 
To her their fairest tints for dye, 
But ever through her twirling thread 
There spires one line of warmest red. 
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Tinged from the homestead's gonial heart, 
TliG stamp and warrant of her art ; 
With this Timo'it sJcUe she outwears. 
And hlunts the Sistors' haffled thi'ars. 
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I'^nbeiids to him that knows to wait 
Tinj Muse is womanish, nor dt-i<^us 
Ht'i' love to liiin that \m\f> ami jihiins; 
With prmiil, avtTtfil fai'e slio stands 
To hiui that wixies with empty hands. 
Make thyself free <if Manluwd's -uihl ; 
Pnll down thy lianis and greater build; 
The wood, the mountain, and the ]iliiin 
Wave lueast-deop with the jioel's p-ain ; 
Plnek thou the sunsofs fiuit of gold. 
Glean from the heavens and oecan old ; 
Fiiini liieside lone and trampling street 
Let thy life garner daily wheat ; 
The ejiiu of a man rehearse. 
Re Homothing better than thy verse ; 
Make tliysielf rieh, and then tlie Muse 
Shall cfuirt thy preeions interviews, 
Shall take thy head upon her knee, 
And sueh enehantinent lilt to thee, 
That thou shalt hear the life-blood flow 
From farthest stars to grass-blades low. 
And find the Listener's seience still 
Transcends the Singer's deepest skill I ** 
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Fab through the memory shines a happy day, 
Cloudless of care, down-shod to every sense, 
And simply perfect from its own resource. 
As to a bee the new campanula's 
Illuminate seclusion swung in air. 
Such days are not the prey of setting suns, 
Nor ever blurred with mist of afterthought ; 
Like words made magical by poets dead, 
Wherein the musio of all meaning is 
The sense hath garnered or the soul divined, 
They mingle with our life's ethereal part. 
Sweetening and gathering sweetness evermore, 
By beauty's franchise disenthralled of time. 



Nor granted 
Who, safe il 
Lets 
And mocka 




I can rec^ill, nsj, thejr are present still, 
Parts of myself, the perfume of my mind. 
Days that seem farther off than Homer's now 
Ere yet the child had loudened to the boy, 
And I, rceluae from playmntes, found perforce 
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iho of ourselves. 



These first m Km our consciousness. 

That blend tU., h its Imaged world. 

These virginal cognitions, gifts of morn. 

Ere life grow noisy, and Klower-footed thought 

Can overtake the ra]>ture of the sense. 

To thrust betiveen ourselves and what we feel. 

Have something in them secretly divine. 

Vainly the eye. once schooled to serve the brain, 

With pains deli be rati- studies to renew 

The ideal vision : second-thoughts are prose ; 

For beauty's aciue hath a term as brief 

As the wave's i>oise before it break in pearh 

Our own breatli dims the mirror of the sense, 

Loi)kiiig too long and closely ; at a flash 

We sn;it(-h the essential grace of meaning out, 

And that iirst passion beggars all behind. 

Heirs of a tamer transport preiwssessed. 

Who, seeing once, has tridy seen again 

The gray vague of unsympatliizing sea 

That drnggi'd his Fancy from her moorings back 

To shores inhospitable of eldest time. 
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Till blank foreboding of earth-gendered powers, 
Pitiless seignories in the elements, 
Omnipotences blind that darkling smite, 
Misgave him, and repaganized the world ? 
Yet, by some subtler touch of sympathy. 
These primal apprehensions, dimly stirred, 
Perplex the eye with pictures from within. 
This hath made poets dream of lives foregone 
In worlds fantastical, more fair than ours ; 
So Memory cheats us, glimpsing half-revealed. 
Even as I write she tries her wonted spell 
In that continuous redbreast boding rain : 
The bird I hear sings not from yonder elm ; 
But the flown ecstasy my childhood heard 
Is vocal in my mind, renewed by him, 
Haply made sweeter by the accumulate thrill 
That threads my undivided life and steals 
A pathos from the years and graves between. 

I know not how it is with other men, 

Whom I but guess, deciphering myself ; 

For me, once felt is so felt nevermore. 

The fleeting relish at sensation's brim 

Had in it the best ferment of the wine. 

One spring I knew as never any since : 

All night the surges of the warm southwest 

Boomed intermittent through the wallowing elms, 

And brought a morning from the Gulf adrift. 

Omnipotent with sunshine, whose quick charm 

Startled with crocuses the sullen turf 

And wiled the bluebird to his whiff of song : 

One summer hour abides, what time I perched. 
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Dappli'il witli noonday, nndor Himinmng loaves. 
And piilkil the pulpy oxbearts, wliili- aloof 
An OTuAa clattered and tlip robins ebrilled, 
Denouix'in^ RIO ui nlion luid n thief : 
One Ririin uf nutnnm IohIm it oVr tlio rest, 
When ill the ' - ' — ' "^ I the a.'-h-Ictivt's fall. 
Balancing sol without wind, 

Or twirling » ipulse down 

On those fallt low barlicd with frost, 

While 1 grew the pensive year: 

And ohfi; I le rvelloiis winter was, 

^Vhen past th. lowny-gr«y with rime, 

I erealiL'd a<Ivent.tiiuuB « ct ihe spangled cntrt 
That niado familiar fields sol'IU far and strange 
As tlii>se .-.talk wastes that whiten endlessly 
In .ijliiistly ^.)]itlld,■ about the i>rtle. 
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Wliat we c-a\\ Nature, all outside onrs 
Is but oiu' own eoneeit <if wiiat wo see 
Oiii- own reaction iiiion what «e feel ; 
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The world *s a woman to our shifting mood, 
Feeling with us, or making due pretence ; 
And therefore we the more persuade ourselves 
To make all things our thought's confederates. 
Conniving with us in whatever we dream. 
So when our Fancy seeks analogies. 
Though she have hidden what she after finds. 
She loves to cheat herself with feigned surprise. 
I find my own complexion everywhere : 
No rose, I doubt, was ever, like the first, 
A marvel to the bush it dawned upon. 
The rapture of its life made visible. 
The mystery of its yearning realized. 
As the first babe to the first woman bom ; 
No falcon ever felt delight of wings 
As when, an eyas, from the stolid clifi 
Lfoosing himself, he followed his high heart 
To swim on sunshine, masterless as wind ; 
And I believe the brown eaith takes delight 
In the new snowdrop looking back at her. 
To think that by some vernal alchemy 
It could transmute her darkness into pearl ; 
What is the buxom peony after that. 
With its coarse constancy of hoyden blush ? 
W^hat the full summer to that wonder new? 

But, if in nothing else, in us there is 
A sense fastidious hardly reconciled 
To the poor makeshifts of life's scenery. 
Where the same slide must double all its parts. 
Shoved in for Tarsus and hitched back for TyrCc 
I blame not in the soul this daintiness, 
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Basher of surfeit than a huinmmg-binl. 

In things indifferent by sense purveyed; 

It ai^jiies her ao immwrtjUity 

And ilaU'less incomes of fxpc-rience. 

This iiiithrift houseki,>e[)itig ibat will not brook 

A disli wtirmed-over at tbi> feast of life. 



And timis T 
Nor matters 
Who dwell i' 
Where men, 
Use can mak 
That only by 



fed witlk whatever sanoe. 

aay go with me 

and am proud to drudge 

>t their crust with t«ar« : 

>aoh'fl shady side, 

t«s of sun. 



But she, my Princess, who will sometimes deign 

My garret to illumine till the walls. 

Narrow anil dingy, scrawled with liackueyed 

thought 
(Poor Itidiard slowly elbowing Plato out"). 
Dilate and drape themselves with tapcstric's 
Nausikaa might have stoo])cd o'er, while, between, 
Mirrors, effaced in their own clearness, send 
Her only image on through deepening deeps 
With emilcss rciiereussion of delight, — 
Bringer of life, witching each sense to soul. 
That sometimes almost gives me to believe 
1 might have been a poet, gives at least 
.\ brain dcsaxonized, an ear that makes 
Music where none is, and a keener pang 
Of exquisite surmise ontleaping thought, — 
Her will I pamper in her luxury r 
No crumpled rose-leaf of too careless choice 
Shall bring a northern nightmare to her dreams, 
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Vexing with sense of exile ; hers shall be 
The invitiate firstlings of experience, 
Vibrations felt but once and felt life long : 
Oh, more than half-way turn that Grecian front 
Upon me, while with self-rebuke I spell, 
On the plain fillet that confines thy hair 
In conscious bounds of seeming unconstraint, 
The Naught in overplus^ thy race's badge ! 

One feast for her I secretly designed 

In that Old World so strangely beautiful 

To us the disinherited of eld, — 

A day at Chartres, with no soul beside 

To roil with pedant prate my joy serene 

And make the minster shy of confidence. 

I went, and, with the Saxon's pious care. 

First ordered dinner at the pea-green inn. 

The flies and I its only customers. 

Eluding these, I loitered through the town, 

With hope to take my minster unawares 

In its grave solitude of memory. 

A pretty burgh, and such as Fancy loves 

For bygone grandeurs, faintly rumorous now 

Upon the mind's horizon, as of storm 

Brooding its dreamy thunders far aloof. 

That mingle with our mood, but not disturb. 

Its once grim bulwarks, tamed to lovers' walks, 

Look down unwatchful on the sliding Eure, 

Whose listless leisure suits the quiet place. 

Lisping among his shallows homelike sounds 

At Concord and by Bankside heard before. 

Chance led me to a public pleasure-ground. 
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Where I grew kindly with the merry groups. 

And blessed the Frenchman for his simple art 

Of being domestic in the light of day. 

His language has no word, we growl, for Home ; 

But he can find a fireside in the sun, 

Play with his child, make love, and shriek his mind. 

By throngs of strangers undisprivacied. 

He makes his life a public gallery, 

Nor feels himself till what he feels comes back 

In manifold reflection from without; 

While we, each pore alert with consciousness, 

Hide our best selves as we had stolen them. 

And each bystander a detective were. 

Keen-eyed for every chink of imdisguise. 

So, musing o'er the problem which was best, — 

A life wide-windowed, shining all abroad, 

Or curtains drawn to shield from sight profane 

The rites we pay to the mysterious I, — 

With outward senses f urloughed and head bowed 

I followed some fine instinct in my feet. 

Till, to unbend me from the loom of thought. 

Looking up suddenly, I found mine eyes 

Confronted with the minster's vast repose. 

Silent and gray as forest-leaguered clifE 

Left inland by the ocean's slow retreat, 

That hears afar the breeze-borne rote and longs, 

Remembering shocks of surf that clomb and fell, 

Spimie-sliding down the baffled decuman. 

It rose before me, patiently remote 

From the great tides of life it breasted once, 

Hearing the noise of men as in a dream. 
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I stood before the triple northern port, 

Where dedicated shapes of saints and kings, 

Stem faces bleared with immemorial watch, 

Looked down benignly grave and seemed to say. 

Ye come and go incessant ; we remain 

Safe in the hallowed quiets of the past ; 

Be reverent^ ye who flit and are forgot^ 

Of faith so nobly realized as this. 

I soem to have heard it said by learned folk 

Who drench you with aesthetics till you feel 

As if all beauty were a ghastly bore, 

The faucet to let loose a wash of words. 

That Gothic is not Grecian, therefore worse ; 

But, being convinced by much experiment 

How little inventiveness there is in man. 

Grave copier of copies, I give thanks 

For a new relish, careless to inquire 

My pleasure s pedigree, if so it please. 

Nobly, I mean^ nor renegade to art. 

The Grecian gluts me with its perfectness, 

Unanswerable as Euclid, self-contained. 

The one thing finished in this hasty world, 

Forever finished, though the barbarous pit, 

Fanatical on hearsay, stamp and shout 

As if a miracle could be encored. 

But ah I this other, this that never ends. 

Still climbing, luring fancy still to climb. 

As full of morals half-diviued as life, 

Grraceful^ grotesque, with ever new surprise 

Of hazardous caprices sure to please. 

Heavy as nightmare, airy-light as fern, 

Imagination's very self in stone ! 
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With one long sigh of infinite release 
From pedantries past, present, or to oome, 
I looked, and owned myself a happy Goth. 
Your blood is mine, ye ardiiteots of dream, 
Builders of as] jlete, 

So more consul elf -confident, 

Who felt your n'orthy of record 

In monuiuoutai Grecian drop 

Kebukcs these p with kindred tliriJl. 

After long ezil er-tongue. 

Ovid ill I'ontiis, pidiiig for his Rome 

Of lueii iiivii-ile and disiiatured danios 

That poison sitckfd from the Attic bloom dot-ayed. 

Shrank with a shudder from tlit- bliiLM'Vfd race 

Whose force rougli-liaiided nhmild renew the world, 

And fi-oni the dregs of Koniuhia exjiress 

Such wine jis Dante jtoured. or he who bh'w 

Roland's vain blast, or sang the Campeador 

In verse that clankii like armor in the charge, 

Homeric juice, though brimmed in Odin's horn. 

And they could build, if not the columned fane 

Tlmt from the height gleamed seawaril many-hued, 

SoiuL'thing more friendly with their ruder skies: 

The gray spire, molten now in driving mist, 

Now lulled with the incommunicable blue ; 

The carvings touched to meaning new with snow, 

Or commented witli fleeting grace of shade ; 

The statues, motley as man's memory, 

Partial as that, so mixed of true and false. 

History and legend meeting with a hiss 

Across this bound-mark where their realms confine ; 
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The painted windows, freaking gloom with glow, 
Dusking the sunshine which they seem to cheer, 
Meet symbol of the senses and the soul, 
And the whole pile, grim with the Northman's 

thonght 
Of life and death, and doom, life's equal fee, — 
These were before me : and I gazed abashed. 
Child of an age that lectures, not creates. 
Plastering our swallow-nests on the awful Past, 
And twittering round the work of larger men. 
As we had builded what we but deface. 
Far up the great bells wallowed in delight. 
Tossing their clangors o'er the heedless town. 
To call the worshippers who never came. 
Or women mostly, in loath twos and threes. 
I entered, reverent of whatever shrine 
Guards piety and solace for my kind 
Or gives the soul a moment's truce of God, 
And shared decorous in the ancient rite 
My sterner fathers held idolatrous. 
The service over, I was tranced in thought : 
Solemn the deepening vaults, and most to me. 
Fresh from the fragUe reahn of deal and paint. 
Or brick mock-pious with a marble front ; 
Solemn the lift of high-embowered roof. 
The clustered stems that spread in boughs dis- 

leaved. 
Through which the organ blew a dream of storm. 
Though not more potent to sublime with awe 
And shut the heart up in tranquillity, 
Than aisles to me familiar that o'erarch 
The conscious silences of brooding woods. 
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(V'litiuial ^liadowa, cloisters of tbt- elk : 

I'et lift* wafl Minae of undefined rvgn-t, 

Irreparable loss, nncertain wliat: 

Was all tliia gruidear but auachroDUin, 

A shell divort-ed of its infonuing life. 

Where the priest Iranscd tiiin IJku a hurmit-crab, 

Ad alien to that fiiith of vidvr days 

Tliut gathered roand it thio fuir shape of stou« ? 

la old Rfligion but R uprefru 

llauutiii};; the sulitndv of tlorkened minds, 

Moi'ki'd out of menior}- by tlie BCeptle day? 

Is there no corner mfe from peeping Doubt, 

Siiu-e (iiiti-nberg made thought cosmopolite 

And «tr.-t.-hr<l ,-h-,-trif llirL-ads fruni mind t,> cilud 

N:iy. .11,1 Fallh build this wonder'.' or did Feav, 

That i..ak.-s a Misli and uiisiiamus it God 

( iilofki^h or lUL'tajiliysie, matters not), 

( oudivi' this ciiop to shut its tyrant in. 

ApjiL-ased with pliiythings. that he might not harm 



I turned and saw u beldame on her knees ; 
With eyes a^traj'. she told niffhanif heads 
Before some shrine of saintly wiiiiianhond, 

IVihed ititereessor with the far-tiff Judge: 

Snuh mv first thought, by kindll-T soon rehul 

Pl.adiii- f..r whatsoever "toui 'lies life 

With ujnvard impulse : he lie nowhere else, 

(lod in ill all that liberates and lifts, 

lu all that hiuulih-s. sweetens, and eonsolea: 

Ule-iseil ihe natures shnreil on every side 

With hdiihnaiks nf hereditary thought! 

Tliiiee hainiy they that wander not life long 
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Beyond near succor of the household faith, 
The guarded fold that shelters, not confiiies ! 
Their steps find patience in familiar paths, 
Printed with hope by loved feet gone before 
Of parent, child, or lover, glorified 
By simple magic of dividing Time. 
My lids were moistened as the woman knelt, 
And — was it will, or some vibration faint 
Of sacred Nature, deeper than the will ? — 
My heart occultly felt itself in hers. 
Through mutual intercession gently leagued. 

Or was it not mere sympathy of brain ? 
A sweetness intellectually conceived 
In simpler creeds to me impossible ? 
A juggle of that pity for ourselves 
In others, which puts on such pretty masks 
And snares self-love with bait of charity ? 
Something of all it might be, or of none : 
Yet for a moment I was snatched away 
And had the evidence of things not seen ; 
For one rapt moment ; then it all came back. 
This age that blots out life with qi\estion-marks, 
This nineteenth century with its knife and glass 
That make thought physical, and thrust far off 
The Heaven, so neighborly with man of old. 
To voids sparse-sown with alienated stars. 

'T is irrecoverable, that ancient faith, 
Homely and wholesome, suited to the time, 
With rod or candy for child-minded men : 
No theologio tube, with lens on lens 
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Of eyllogism transparent, brings it near, — 
At beat resolving some new nebula, 
Or blurring some fixed-atar of hope to mist 
Science was Faith once ; Faith were Science now, 
Would she hut lay her bow %iit] arrows by 
And arm her with the weapons of the time. 
Nothing that keeps thought out is safe from thought. 
For thei-e 'b no virgin-fort but self-respect, 
And Truth defensive hath lost hold on God. 
Shall we treat (lim as if He were a child 
That knew not IDs own purpose ? nor dare trust 
The Bock of Ages to their chemio tests. 
Lest some day the aH-siistaining base divine 
Should fail fnmi under us, dissolved in gas ? 
Tlie arnii'd eye that with a glance discerns 
In a drj hloo 1 --iHck bctwt n ox ind man, 
Stires lulj-kis it this miruk called life, 
This ■ihaj lUp, [ itincj Ijchm 1 tlie egg, 
Ihis (uiuUtun swnft of Iiitv 
AN liLii suns Olid systems in conspicuous float 
As the poor bkod disks in our mortal veins. 
fath igc must worshiii iti own thought of God, 
More or ksa earthy, tUnfjing still 
AV ith subsidence contmiioua of the di-cgs ; 
\or saint nor sage could fix immutably 
The fluent image of the unstable Best, 
Still changing in their very hands that wrought : 
To-day's eternal truth To-morrow proved 
Frail as frost^Iandscapes on a window-pane. 
Meanwhile Thou smiledst, i u access ib if. 
At Thought's own substance made a cage for 
Thought, 
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And Truth looked fast with her own master-key ; 
Nor didst Thou reck what image man might make 
Of his own shadow on the flowing world ; 
The climbing instinct was enough for Thee. 
Or wast Thou, then, an ebbing tide that left 
Strewn with dead miracle those eldest shores, 
For men to dry, and dryly lecture on, 
Thyself thenceforth incapable of flood ? 
Idle who hopes with prophets to be snatched 
By virtue in their mantles left below ; 
Shall the soul live on other men's report, 
Herself a pleasing fable of herself ? 
Man cannot be God's outlaw if he would. 
Nor so abscond him in the caves of sense 
But Nature still shall search some crevice out 
With messages of splendor from that Source 
Which, dive he, soar he, baffles still and lures. 
This life were brutish did we not sometimes 
Have intimation clear of wider scope. 
Hints of occasion infinite, to keep 
The soul alert with noble discontent 
And onward yearnings of unstilled desire ; 
Fruitless, except we now and then divined 
A mystery of Purpose, gleaming through 
The secular confusions of the world, 
Whose will we darkly accomplish, doing ours. 
No man can think nor in himself perceive. 
Sometimes at waking, in the street sometimes, 
Or on the hillside, always unforewarned, 
A grace of being, finer than himself. 
That beckons and is gone, — a larger life 
Upon his own impinging, with swift glimpse 
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Of spacious circles luminous with mind. 
To which the ethereal substance of his own 
Seems but gross cloud to make that visible, 
Touched to a sudden glory round the edge. 
Who that hath known these visitations fleet 
Would strive to make them trite and ritual ? 
I, that still pray at morning and at eve, 
Loving those roots that feed us from the past. 
And prizing more than Plato things I learned 
At that best academe, a mother^s knee, 
Thrice in my life perhaps have truly prayed. 
Thrice, stirred below my conscious self, have felt 
That perfect disenthralment which is God ; 
Nor know I which to hold worst enemy. 
Him who on speculation's windy waste 
Would turn me loose, stript of the raiment warm 
By Faith contrived against our nakedness. 
Or him who, cruel-kind, would fain obscure. 
With painted saints and paraphrase of God, 
The soid's east-window of divine surprise. 
Where others worship I but look and long ; 
For, though not recreant to my fathers' faith. 
Its forms to me are weariness, and most 
That drony vacuum of compidsory prayer. 
Still pumping phrases for the Ineffable, 
Though all the valves of memory gasp and wheeze. 
Words that have drawn transcendent meanings up 
From the best passion of all bygone time. 
Steeped through with tears of triumph and re- 
morse. 
Sweet with all sainthood, cleansed in martyr-fires, 
Can they, so consecrate and so inspired, 
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By repetition wane to vexing wind? 
Alas ! we cannot draw habitual breath 
In the thin air of life's supremer heights. 
We cannot make each meal a sacrament, 
Nor with our tailors be disbodied souls, — 
We men, too conscious of earth's comedy. 
Who see two sides, with our posed selves debate, 
And only for great stakes can be sublime ! 
Let us be thankful when, as I do here. 
We can read Bethel on a pile of stones. 
And, seeing where God has been, trust in Him. 

Brave Peter Fischer there in Nuremberg, 
Moulding Saint Sebald's miracles in bronze, 
Put saint and stander-by in that quaint garb 
Familiar to him in his daily walk. 
Not doubting God could gi*ant a miracle 
Then and in Nuremberg, if so He would ; 
But never artist for three hundred years 
Hath dared the contradiction ludicrous 
Of supernatural in modern clothes. 
Perhaps the deeper faith that is to come 
Will see God rather in the strenuous doubt, 
Than in the creed held as an infant's hand 
Holds purposeless whatso is placed therein. 

Say it is drift, not progress, none the less. 
With the old sextant of the fathers' creed, 
We shape our courses by new-risen stars. 
And, still lip-loyal to what once was truth. 
Smuggle new meanings under ancient names, 
Unconscious perverts of the Jesuit, Time. 
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Change is the mask that all Contmaanoe wears 
To keep us youngsters harmlessly amused ; 
Meanwhile some ailing or more watchful child. 
Sitting apart, sees the old eyes gleam out, 
Stem, and yet soft with humorous pity too. 
Whilere, men burnt men for a doubtful point. 
As if the mind were quenchable with fire. 
And Faith danced round them with her war-paint 

on. 
Devoutly savage as an Iroquois ; 
Now Calvin and Servetus at one board 
Snuff in grave sympathy a milder roast. 
And o'er their claret settle Comte unread. 
Fagot and stake were desperately sincere : 
Our cooler martyrdoms are done in types ; 
And flames that shine in controversial eyes 
Bum out no brains but his who kindles them. 
This is no age to get cathedrals built : 
Did God, then, wait for one in Bethlehem ? 
Worst is not yet : lo, where his coming looms. 
Of Earth's anarchic children latest bom. 
Democracy, a Titan who hath learned 
To laugh at Jove's old-fashioned thunderbolts, — 
Could he not also forge them, if he would ? 
He, better skilled, with solvents merciless, 
Loosened in air and borne on every wind, 
Saps unperceived : the calm Olympian height 
Of ancient order feels its bases yield. 
And pale gods glance for help to gods as pale. 
What will be left of good or worshipful. 
Of spiritual secrets, mysteries. 
Of fair religion's guarded heritage, 
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Heirlooms of soul, passed downward unprofaned 

From eldest Ind? This Western giant coarse, 

Scorning refinements which he lacks himself, 

Loves not nor heeds the ancestral hierarchies, 

Each rank dependent on the next above 

In orderly gradation fixed as fate. 

Eling by mere manhood, nor allowing aught 

Of holier unction than the sweat of toil ; 

In his own strength sufficient ; called to solve. 

On the rough edges of society, 

Problems long sacred to the choicer few, 

And improvise what elsewhere men receive 

As gifts of deity ; tough foundling reared 

Where every man 's his own Melchisedek, 

How make him reverent of a King of kings ? 

Or Judge self-made, executor of laws 

By him not first discussed and voted on ? 

For him no tree of knowledge is forbid, 

Or sweeter if forbid. How save the ark. 

Or holy of holies, unprofaned a day 

From his unscrupulous curiosity 

That handles everything as if to buy, 

Tossing aside what fabrics delicate 

Suit not the rough-and-tumble of his ways ? 

What hope for those fine-nerved humanities 

That made earth gracious once with gentler arts, 

Now the rude hands have caught the trick of thought 

And claim an equal suffrage with the brain ? 

The bom disciple of an elder time, 

(To me sufficient, friendlier than the new,) 

Who in my blood feel motions of the Past, 
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I thaiik benignant nature most for lliia, — 

A foi-iw of syuipatliy, or call it lack 

Of cluirac'ter firm-plauted, loosing me 

From the pent cliamber of habitual self 

To dwell enlarged in alien modos of tli ought. 

Haply disti ' ' ' ' (uer for that. 

And throuj to iwaaess, 

Aa they we ei of oilier men. 

This growtl -^n soil, 

By faseinati >&ites, 

Pleases and i aud perturbs. 

In this broil this Hhirt-oleeved CM, 

This liai'liTVOods Charlemagne of oin|iires now, 

Wliose Muiidorinp heel instinctively finds out 

The g<iutiiT foot of siieecliless dii^uities, 

Who, in<-etiLi- C;us;ir"s self, would ship liis b.iek. 

Call him '-Old llorsi-." atid uhalk-ii-e to a driuk. 

My lun-s draw lu-aver air, my bruust dilates 

With am].ler manhood, and i front botli worlds. 

Of sense and spirit, as my natural tiefs, 

To shape an.l tlien reshape them as I will. 

It was the first man's charter; nliy not mine? 

How forfeit? when dejwsed hi other hauds? 

Thou shudder'st, Ovid ? Dost in him forebode 
A new avatar of the large-limbed (iutli. 
To break, or seem to break, trsiditiou's ehie, 
And ehase to dreaudand baek thy gods dethroned' 
I think man's soul dwells nearer to the east, 
Nearer to niuriiing's fountains than the sun ; 
Herself the souree whence all tradition sprang. 
Herself at onee both labyiiuth and elue. 
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The miracle fades oat of history, 

But faith and wonder and the primal earth 

Are bom into the world with every child. 

Shall this self-maker with the prying eyes, 

This creature disenchanted of respect 

By the New World's new fiend, Publicity, 

Whose testing thumb leaves everywhere its smutch, 

Not one day feel within himself the need 

Of loyalty to better than himself, 

That shall ennoble him with the upward look ? 

Shall he not catch the Voice that wanders earth, 

With spiritual summons, dreamed or heard, 

As sometimes, just ere sleep seals up the sense. 

We hear our mother call from deeps of Time, 

And, waking, find it vision, — none the less 

The benediction bides, old skies return, 

And that unreal thing, preeminent, 

llakes air and dream of all we see and feel ? 

Shall he divine no strength unmade of votes. 

Inward, impregnable, found soon as sought, 

Xot cognizable of sense, o'er sense supreme ? 

Else were he desolate as none before. 

His holy places may not be of stone, 

Nor made with hands, yet fairer far than aught 

By artist feigned or pious ardor reared. 

Fit altars for who guards inviolate 

God's chosen seat, the sacred form of man. 

Doubtless his church will be no hospital 

For superannuate forms and mumping shams. 

No parlor where men issue policies 

Of life-assurance on the Eternal Mind, 

Nor his religion but an ambulance 
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To fetch life's wounded and maliiigerera in. 

Scorned by the atrong ; yot he, uQconaoious heir 

To tho iiiHuenite sweet of Athens aad of Route, 

And oil! Judsa*s gift of secret fire, 

Spite of himself hIulII surely learn to know 

And worsh'- —"■'■ ■'J-"i -f himself, 

Somo divii. letu-ted, brotherly, 

Not nice in ireditor. 

Pleased wii id hating only cant 

And, if his ibtfnl, it is sure 

That, in a * r whatever else. 

Not luiiJi- tui wnt, in a world 

Of U\\\ but haiT-reijuiuni, or, at best. 

Paid in s(niie futile curiTiicy of breath, 

A world of incompleteness, sorrow swift 

And consolation lagg'ard, whatsoe'er 

The form .>f building or tlie cived professed, 

The Cii>ss, bold ty])e of sbanie to honiaj;e turned, 

Of an nnlinislied life that sways tlie world. 

Shall tower as sovereign emblem over all. 

The k()l)oI(l Thought moves with us when we shift 
Our dwelling to eseape him ; perelied aloft 
On the first load of house hold -stuff ho went ; 
For, where the mind goes, goe^ old furniture, 
I, who fa) Chartres came t<i feed my eye 
And give to Fancy one clear holiday, 
Seaive s;iw the luinster for the tlioughta it stirred 
Buzzing o'er past and fiiture with vain (juest. 
Here onee there stood a homely wooden ehureh, 
Wliieli slow devotion nobly changed for this 
That echoes vaguely to my modern steps. 
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By suffrage nniyersal it was built, 

Ab practised then, for all the country came 

From far as Rouen, to give votes for God, 

Each vote a block of stone securely laid 

Obedient to the master's deep-mused plan. 

Will what our ballots rear, responsible 

To no grave forethought, stand so long as this ? 

Delight like this the eye of after days 

Brightening with pride that here, at least, were 

men 
Who meant and did the noblest thing they knew ? 
Can our religion cope with deeds like this? 
We, too, build Gothic contract-shams, because 
Our deacons have discovered that it pays. 
And pews sell better under vaidted roofs 
Of plaster painted like an Indian squaw. 
Shall not that Western Goth, of whom we spoke. 
So fiercely practical, so keen of eye. 
Find out, some day, that nothing pays but God, 
Served whether on the smoke-shut battle-field. 
In work obscure done honestly, or vote 
For truth unpopular, or faith maintained 
To ruinous convictions, or good deeds 
Wrought for good's sake, mindless of heaven or 

hell? 
SliaQ he not learn that all prosperity, 
Whose bases stretch not deeper than the sense. 
Is but a trick of this world's atmosphere, 
A desert-bom mirage of spire and dome. 
Or find too late, the Past's long lesson missed. 
That dust the prophets shake from off their feet 
wows heavy to drag down both tower and wall? 
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I know not ; biit, sustained by sure belief 

That niiiii still riees level with tlie height 

Of nobli'st ni>]K)rtiinitiG3, or makes 

Such, if the time supply not, 1 cnn wait. 

I gaze round on the windows, pride of France, 

Each tlio blight, m'ft nf nnnm mechanic guild 

Who loved thi ought gold well spent 

To make her 1 piety ; 

I pause, trans e stnpe of bloom, 

And my mind ahiuing auguries, 

Circle on circit: rapbim, 

With golden ti t, that await 

The signal to bio. . .. f,'oo<3 to men. 

Tlicn the rp\-iilsion came that always comes 

AftiT those dizzy elatioiis of the mind : 

And with a |>:issionati> jiaiig iif doulit I criod, 

" O mountain-born, sweet with snow-liltcivd air 

From iincnntaniinatc wells of ctlicr drawn 

And never-broken Hccrocies of sky. 

Freedom, with anguish won, misprized till lost. 

They kee]) ihi'o not who from thy sacred eyes 

Catch the consuming hist of sensual good 

And th.- bnitf's liecnse of unfettered will. 

Far from the popular shout and venal bi-eath 

Of Cleon blowing the mob's baser mind 

To bubbles of wimUpiloted conceit, 

Thou shrinkest, gathering up thy skirts, to bide 

Tn fortresses of solitary thought 

And private virtue strong in self- res traiut. 

Must we too forfeit tlice misunderstood, 

Content with names, nor inly wise to know 



I 
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That best things perish of their own excess, 

And quality o'er-driven becomes defect ? 

Nay, is it thou indeed that we have glimpsed, 

Or rather such illusion as of old 

Through Athens glided menadlike and Rome, 

A shape of vapor, mother of vain dreams 

And mutinous traditions, specious plea 

Of the glaived tyrant and long-memoried priest ? " 

I walked forth saddened ; for all thought is sad, 

And leaves a bitterish savor in the brain. 

Tonic, it may be, not delectable, 

And turned, reluctant, for a parting look 

At those old weather-pitted images 

Of bygone struggle, now so sternly calm. 

About their shoulders sparrows had built nests. 

And fluttered, chirping, from gray perch to perch, 

Now on a mitre poising, now a crown, 

Irreverently happy. While I thought 

How confident they were, what careless hearts 

Flew on those lightsome wings and shared the sun, 

A larger shadow crossed ; and looking up, 

I saw where, nesting in the hoary towers. 

The sparrow-hawk slid forth on noiseless air, 

With sidelong head that watched the joy below. 

Grim Norman baron o'er this clan of Kelts. 

finduring Nature, force conservative. 

Indifferent to our noisy whims I Men prate 

Of all heads to an equal grade cashiered 

On level with the dullest, and expect 

(Sick of no worse distemper than themselves) 

A wondrous cure-all in equality ; 
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y reason tliat To-morrow must 1>e wise 
Bcause Tii-day was Dot, nor Yesterday, 
li if good days were sliapen of themselves, 
l)t of the very lifeblood of men's soids ; 
lean while, long-suffering, imperturbable, 

J quietly complet'st thy syllogism, 
lid from the premise sparrow here below 
sure conclusion of the bawk above, 
leased with the soft-billed songster, pleased do 

[ith the fierce beak of natures aquiUoe. 



Iiou beautiful Old Time, sow hid wmj 

■ Piisfs valley of Avilion, 
li]jly, like Arthur, till thy wound be healed, 
to reclaim the swortl and crowu again 1 
e heautifid to us ; ])t'rehan('e less fair 
p who possessed thee, as a mountain seems 
> dwellers round its bases but a heap 
f barren ohstat-le that lairs the storm 
id the avalanche's silent bolt holds back 
R-(i ^\ith a hair, — meanwhile some fa 

.-l.iwn. 
litary .li.'lvcr of the pkin, 
it an iiiiuioved vision of repose, 
'-t of the morning, and conjectures there 
' dance of streams to idle shephei'ds' pipes, 
1 fairer haljitatluns softly hung 
lircCKv slopes, or hid in valleys cool, 
bu]i]iliT men. No mortal ever dreams 
i:it till' scant isthmus he encamps upon 

■n two oceans, one, the Stormy, passed, 
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And one, the Peaceful, yet to venture on, 
Has been that future whereto prophets yearned 
For the fulfilment of Earth's cheated hope, 
Shall be that past which nerveless poets moan 
As the lost opportunity of song. 

Power, more near my life than life itself 
(Or what seems life to us in sense immured). 
Even as the roots, shut in the darksome earth. 
Share in the tree-top's joyance, and conceive 
Of sunshine and wide air and winged things 
By sympathy of nature, so do I 

Have evidence of Thee so far above, 

Yet in and of me I Rather Thou the root 

Invisibly sustaining, hid in light, 

Not darkness, or in darkness made by us. 

If sometimes I must hear good men debate 

Of other witness of Thyself than Thou, 

As if there needed any help of ours 

To nurse Thy flickering life, that else must cease. 

Blown out, as 't were a candle, by men's breath. 

My soul shall not be taken in their snare. 

To change her inward surety for their doubt 

Muffled from sight in formal robes of proof : 

While she can only feel herself through Thee, 

1 fear not Thy withdrawal ; more I fear, 
Seeing, to know Thee not, hoodwinked with 

dreams 
Of signs and wonders, while, unnoticed. Thou, 
Walking Thy garden still, commun'st with men. 
Missed in the commonplace of miracle. 
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il full a wonl of bitter mirth 
public shani(.-> mure ■ImiDefol pBrdon won, 
niisJDilged me, and my nerrice danD. 
^t faithful, dMDiMl of litlle worth : 
tins lliflt dreiT their life from Woitcm siitli 
■iunclr«d yi'ara and mor? tny blood huh mn 
I polluted i-ounu from sire to hid; 

1 pivdostineil vre saj birth 
■e the soil «hurpwilh my fibrei own 
ive «yrii|iuthied ; Jet lore it so 
ir would, nor li^rhtly to dethnnu 
int, tbe ntanip of nianhaod, DOtfmgia 
.'a right tu n muthur deampowB 
Igioniug kuowled^ und n 




1 reii^vmher tliat. by hin Ode at the 
on. d),' uiithor lukil pr^clndisl himself from 
>nt1et9 oF thiiD^rht and feeling- common to 
'lehrntvil in ihifK poomn. 



far 
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ODE 

READ AT THE ONE HUNDREDTH ANNIVEBSARY OF THE 

BIOHT AT CONCORD BRIDGE 

10th Apbil, 1875 

I. 

Who Cometh over the hills, 
Her garments with morning sweet, 
The dance of a thousand rills 
Making music before her feet ? 
Her presence freshens the air ; 
Sunshine steals light from her face ; • 
The leaden footstep of Care 
Leaps to the tune of her pace, 
Fairness of all that is fair, 
Gtrace at the heart of all grace, 
Sweetener of hut and of hall, 
Bringer of life out of naught, 
Freedom, oh, fairest of all 
The daughters of Time and Thought ! 

n. 

She Cometh, comcth to-day : 
Hark I hear ye not her tread. 
Sending a thrill through your clay, 
Under the sod there, ye dead, 
Her nurslings and champions ? 
Do ye not hear, as she comes. 
The bay of the deep-mouthed guns, 
The gathering rote of the drums ? 




Thu bells that called ye to prayer, 
How wildly they clamor on her. 
Crying, " She oometh I prepare 
Hit to prwse and her to honor. 
That a hundred years ago 
Scitttered ^■°-" ■" '^'"M and tears 
Potent BO a should grow 

Gladness ■ 1 yeara I " 



UTS ye seen, 



Toll ine, you 

Creature of en 

For tnie hearts w «<uff and cry for, 

Minilv lu.'urts to live iind die for? 

What liatli she that others want? 

linins tliat all endearments haunt, 

J\vi'--* tliat make it sweet to dai-e, 

Sdiilfs that fhfer luitimely death, 

Looks that fortify despair. 

Tones more hrave tlian trnmpet"s breath; 

Ti'll me, maidens, have ye known 

IloiisL'linld eliarm more sweetly rare, 

(iraci.' "f woman ainiilur blown, 

Modi'>.ty more debonair, 

Younger heart with wit full grown? 

Oh fur an honr of my jirime, 

TJu; ]iulse of my hottiT years, 

Tli:tt I i[ii;;lit ])raise her in rhyme 

Would lini;Ie yonr eyelids to tears, 

Onr s\vi-fliit*ss, our strength, and our star, 

Our liii|>e, our joy, and onr trust, 

Who liftfd us out of the dust. 

And made us wliatcver we are I 
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IV. 

Wliiter than moonshine upon snow 

Her raiment is, but round the hem 

Crimson stained ; and, as to and fro 

Her sandals flash, we see on them. 

And on her instep veined with blue. 

Flecks of crimson, on those fair feet, 

High-arched, Diana-like, and fleet. 

Fit for no grosser stain than dew : 

Oh, call them rather chrisms than stains. 

Sacred and from heroic veins I 

For, in the glory-guarded pass. 

Her haughty and far-shining head 

She bowed to shrive Leonidas 

With his imperishable dead ; 

Her, too, Morgarten saw. 

Where the Swiss lion fleshed his icy paw ; 

She followed Cromwell's quenchless star 

Where the grim Puritan tread 

Shook Marston, Naseby, and Dunbar : 

Yea, on her feet are dearer dyes 

Yet fresh, nor looked on with untearful eyes. 

V. 

Our fathers found her in the woods 

Where Nature meditates and broods, 

The seeds of unexampled things 

Which Time to consummation brings 

Through life and death and man's unstable moods ; 

They met her here, not recognized, 

A sylvan huntress clothed in furs, 
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To wlios," I'haste waiitu lier bow Huffir^etl, 

Nor dreJinn'il what (leatiuiea were here : 

She tau^lit thciu bee-Uke to rr«at« 

Their siinjiU'r forms of Church aud State; 

She taught them to onduc 

The past with " ' " » thim it knew. 

And turn in cL i the unecrtain atreaiu 

of Fiite 
Better tliaij alJ lem in their need 

With iiitii-han{ meat creed, 

'Oaiust Self's I ravens word and de^tL 



Mhv 

To t: 

Far f 



Sin 



Willi IK 
•T is liei 
Shr love 
WWvi- 1 
lV;irto 
Wh,. «.: 
Hut mo- 
A\'licn- ^ 
OVt \v1i 
The 01(1 
WIktc. 
He «lus 
Talei 



■th she bitlit'i- to^^:^y 
liis low villa-e of the j.hiin 
ffi.in tliL' J'res.^nt's loml liij:hwav, 
I Tia.l.^'s coo] lieai-t ami stvthiiig hraii 
■ I'c.inrtli she? She w;is not fur awiiy. 
- llie siiu! toui-heil it. nut in vain, 
itlius of ininuirtiil guin. 
■e Ik'I' fumlest nienLoii^.s stay. 
s yon iiine-lienniniuiird ridge 
mw our hroad-browod poet sleejis, 
botli Kiiglands : near liiui lie 
ire tlie ring ot Canai-e ; 
it lier heart to rajiture leaps 
■tooil that era-])arting bridge, 
i,l.. with footfall still as dew, 
i Time passfil into (lie New; 
■, as your straltliy river i-reeps, 
.is[icrs to bis listening weeds 
ji subliiuest homespun deeds. 
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Here English law and English thought 

'Gainst the self-will of England fought ; 

And here were men (coequal with their fate), 

Who did great things, unconscious they were great. 

They dreamed not what a die was cast 

With that first answering shot ; what then ? 

There was their duty ; they were men 

Schooled the soul's inward gospel to obey, 

Though leading to the lion's den. 

They felt the habit-hallowed world give way 

Beneath their lives, and on went they. 

Unhappy who was last. 

When Buttrick gave the word. 

That awful idol of the unchallenged Past, 

Strong in their love, and in their lineage strong. 

Fell crashing : if they heard it not, 

Yet the earth heard. 

Nor ever hath forgot, 

As on from startled throne to throne. 

Where Superstition sate or conscious Wrong, 

A shudder ran of some dread birth unknown. 

Thrice venerable spot I 

Biver more fateful than the Rubicon I 

O'er those red planks, to snatch her diadem, 

Man's Hope, star-girdled, sprang with them. 

And over ways untried the feet of Doom strode on. 

VII. 

Think you these felt no charms 

In their g^y homesteads and embowered farms ? 

In household faces waiting at the door 

Their evening step should lighten up no more ? 



lo 
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111 fields their boyiiifa feet bad kuown ? 
I II trt-L-s their fathera' Iianda had set, 

whik'h with them liad grown, 
J\'idfiiiitjj each year their leafy coronet? 
'(.'It they Din jmng of pagsionat« rc)^t 
or those uiisolid goods that seem so much our 
own ? 

hiese thiii|;;s are dear to cvvry raaxi that lives, 
1 life prized more for wlmt it lvnd« than gives, 
en, tDony a tie, through iteration xweet, 
ttrove to detain thuir fatal ftrnt ; 
IltuI yet the enduring half they chose, 
|Vliost' (hiiiie ilfcides a man life's slave or king. 

iiivl,ihl,.' things of tiod Wfoiv the seen and 

known : 
■I'fiiii' tlieii' mem oiy inspiration blows 
|Vit]i eelioi's jjiitln'ring on fvoni Kone to zone ; 
>!' nianliiKiil is the one immortal thing 
■neiitli Time's eliiingefnl sky, 
ml, wliere it lijiliteiieil onee, from age to age. 
en eoiiie tu Ie;irn, in griit<.'ful [lilgrimiige, 



I'hiit length of days \< kii 



when to die. 



|\"liat marvellous eliange of tilings and men I 
. wiulil-wiiiiilfring orphan then, 
1,'lity imw ! Tlmse are her streams 
ivhiil tiie iijyriad, myriad wheels 
tli:ii dors, mul all that dreams, 
th:it ihiiiks.anrl all that feels, 
gji spaces stretelied fi-om sea to sea; 
By idle tongues auJ busy brains, 
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By who doth right, and who ref rainB, 
Hers are our losses and our gains; 
Oar maker and our victim she. 



Muden half mortal, half divine, 

We triumphed is thy coming ; to the hrinkg 

Onr hearts were filled with pride's tumultaoos 

wine ; 
Better to-day who rather feels than thinks. 
Yet will some graver thoughts intrude, 
And cares of sterner mood ; 
They won thee : who shall keep thee ? From the 

deeps 
Where discrowned empires o'er their ruins brood, 
And many a thwarted hope wrings its weak hands 

and weeps, 
I hear the voice as of a mighty wind 
From all heaven's caverns rushing unconfined, 
" I, Freedom, dwell with Knowledge : I abide 
With men whom dust of faction cannot blind 
To the slow tracings of the Eternal Mind ; 
With men by culture hwned and fortified. 
Who bitter duty to sweet lusts prefer, 
Fearless to counsel and obey. 
Conscience my sceptre is, and law my sword, 
Not to he drawn in passion or in play, 
Bnt terrible to punish and deter ; 
Implacable as Ood*s word. 
Like it, a shepherd's crook to them that blindly 

err. 
Your fiim-pulsed sires, my martyrs and my saintst 



5 
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Offshoots of that one stock vrhorc poti«nt aeiu 

Hath known to mingle flux wUlt pcrmmnonoe, 

Rated my chaste demaU and restraints 

Above the moment's dear-paid paradise: 

Bewai\' lest, shifting with Time's gradual creeps 

The light it-* — ■-'■■■' -'-"••3 into yoar eyes. 

The envious nor wink nar sleep : 

Be thi_-refoK 

Nor laugh « :ealB, aud that one lie«, 

As if your h t tliose sleepless apie^ J 

Till tlie deaf , our house to sweep] 

I hear the voiwj righted bow 

Ye shall not be pr^y..^^-. jow, 

IK-i:dds ..f ill. that darkening fly 

lii-twci'ii iiiv vision and the riiinliowod sltv. 

Or ..ri llu' lifl your h.Kirse fori- bod ings croak 

Frnin niiiuy u i.l;isU-d bough 

On V-.-draMrs istorni-siiR'Wwl orik. 

That oiU'c w;is green, lliipi' of the West, as thou 

Yet pardon if I tri'mbk' while I boast; 

For I have loved aa thosL' who paiilon most 

X. 

Away, ungrateful (loul)t, away! 
At least she is our own to-day. 
liirak into rapture, my song, 
Verses, leap forth in llio sun, 
Hearing tlio jovanee along 
I.il;e a train of fire as yo run ! 
i':m-e not for elioosing of words, 
Lei then, hut Idossom an<l sing 
Blithe as the orchards and birds 



I 
1 
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With the new coming of spring I 

Dance in your jollity, bells ; 

Shout, cannon ; cease not, ye drums ; 

Answer, ye hillside and dells ; 

Bow, all ye people ! She comes. 

Radiant, calm-fronted, as when 

She hallowed that April day. 

Stay with us I Yes, thou shalt stay, 

Softener and strengthener of men, 

Freedom, not won by the vain, 

Not to bo courted in play. 

Not to bo kept without pain. 

Stay with us ! Yes, thou wilt stay, 

Handmaid and mistress of aU, 

Kindler of deed and of thought, 

Thou that to hut and to hall 

Equal deliverance brought ! 

Souls of her martyrs, draw near, 

Touch our dull lips with your fire. 

That we may praise without fear 

Her our delight, our desire, 

Our faith's inextinguishable star. 

Our hope, our remembrance, our trust, 

Our present, our past, our to be. 

Who will mingle her life with our dust 

And makes us deserve to be free I 




FOEU RKAD AT CAMBBIDOE OS THE nTTNI>REr>TU ANJO- 
VEKSAKV OF WASHINOT0!('s TAKIKO COUUASD OF THS 
AMEWUAS AKUV, 3D JULV, ITTB. 



Words pass as 



A powGr ubiilea traom 
Thu boy fveh deeper meanings thrill his ear, 
That tiiiglhij; through his pulse life-long skill run, 
"With .SUM' liiijmlsion to kcop honor (.-Icar, 
Wlu-n, pointing down, his father «hi«iHTs, " Here. 
Ilorc, whffi' \\f stnnd, stood he, the purely greut, 
Wlio.-e soul no siren passion eould unspliere, 
Then iianielcsa. now a power and mixo.l with fate." 
Ilistorie town, tliou boldest saered dust, 
Onct.' known to men as pious, learned, just. 
And one memorial pile that dares to last ; 
But Memory greets with reverential kiss 
No spot in all thy elrcuit sweet as this, 
Toui'hed bv that nimlest glorv as it past, 
O'er whieli you ehu bath pioii>ly displayed 
These hundred years its moniiiuental shade. 



Of our swift ]>assage through this secuei 
Of life and death, uuire durable than we 
What landmark so congenial as a tree 



'*' /r,/./' ,.■ 



t. 
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Bepeatingits green legend every spring, 
And, with a yearly ring, 
Kecording the fair seasons as they flee. 
Type of our brief but still-renewed mortality ? 
We fall as leaves : the immortal trunk remains, 
Builded with costly juice of hearts and brains 
Grone to the mould now, whither all that be 
Vanish retumless, yet are procreant still 
In human lives to come of good or ill, 
And feed unseen the roots of Destiny. 



IL 



1. 

Men's monuments, grown old, forget their names 

They should eternize, but the place 

Where shining souls have passed imbibes a grace 

Beyond mere earth ; some sweetness of their fames 

Leaves in the soil its unextinguished trace. 

Pungent, pathetic, sad with nobler aims. 

That penetrates our lives and heightens them or 

shames. 
This insubstantial world and fleet 
Seems solid for a moment when we stand 
On dust ennobled by heroic feet 
Once mighiy to sustain a tottering land. 
And mighty still such burthen to upbear. 
Nor doomed to tread the path of things that 

merely were : 
Our sense, refined with virtue of the spot. 
Across the mists of Lethe's sleepy stream 
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Becalls him, the sole chief without a blot, 

No more a pallid image and a dream, 

But as he dwelt with men decorously supreme. 

2. 

Our grosser minds need this terrestrial hint 

To raise long-buried days from tombs of print : 

" Here stood he," softly we repeat, 

And lo, the statue shinned and still 

In that gray minster-front we call the Past, 

Feels in its frozen veins our pulses thrill, 

Breathes living air and mocks at Death's deceit. 

It warms, it stirs, comes down to us at last. 

Its features human with familiar light, 

A man, beyond the historian's art to kill. 

Or sculptor's to efface with patient chisel-blight. 

3. 

Sure the dumb earth hath memory, nor for naught 

Was Fancy given, on whose enchanted loom 

Present and Past commingle, fruit and bloom 

Of one fair bough, inseparably wrought 

Into the seamless tapestry of thought. 

So charmed, with undeluded eye we see 

In history's fragmentaiy tale 

Bright clues of continuity. 

Learn that high natures over Time prevail, 

And feel ourselves a link in that entail 

That binds all ages past with all that are to be. 
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in. 

1. 

Beneath oar consecrated elm 

A century ago he stood, 

Famed vagaely for that old fight in the wood 

Whose red surge sought, but could not overwhelm 

The life foredoomed to wield our rough-hewn 

helm : — 
From colleges, where now the gown 
To arms had yielded, from the town. 
Our rude self-summoned levies flocked to see 
The new-come chiefs and wonder which was he. 
No need to question long ; close-lipped and tall. 
Long trained in murder-brooding forests lone 
To bridle others' clamors and his own. 
Firmly erect, he towered above them all. 
The incarnate discipline that was to free 
With iron curb that armed democracy. 

2. 

A motley rout was that which came to stare. 

In raiment tanned by years of sun and storm. 

Of every shape that was not uniform. 

Dotted with regimentals here and there ; 

An army all of captains, used to pray 

And stiff in fight, but serious drill's despair. 

Skilled to debate their orders, not obey ; 

Deacons were there, selectmen, men of note 

In half tamed hamlets ambushed round with woods, 

Beady to settle Freewill by a vote. 
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But largely liberal to its private moods ; 
Prompt to assert by mamiers, voice, or pen. 
Or ruder arms, their rights as Englishmen, 
Nor much fastidious as to how and when : 
Yet seasoned stuff and fittest to create 
A thought-staid army or a lasting state : 
Haughty they said he was, at first ; severe ; 
But owned, as all men own, the steady hand 
Upon the bridle, patient to command. 
Prized, as all prize, the justice pure from fear, 
And learned to honor first, then love him, then re- 
vere. 
Such power there is in clear-eyed self-restraint 
And purpose clean as light from every selfish taint 

3. 

Musing beneath the legendary tree, 

The years between furl off : I seem to see 

The sun-flecks, shaken the stirred foliage through, 

Dapple with gold his sober buff and blue 

And weave prophetic aureoles round the head 

That shines our beacon now nor darkens with the 

dead. 
O man of silent mood, 
A stranger among strangers then. 
How art thou since renowned the Great, the Grood, 
Familiar as the day in all the homes of men ! 
The winged years, that winnow praise and blame, 
Blow many names out : they but fan to flame 
The self -renewing splendors of thy fame. 
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IV- 

1. 

How many subtlest influences unite, 
With spiritual touch of joy or pain, 
Invisible as air and soft as light, 
To body forth that image of the brain 
We call our Country, visionary shape, 
Loved more than woman, fuller of fire than wine. 
Whose charm can none define. 
Nor any, though he flee it, can escape ! 
All party-colored threads the weaver Time 
Sets in his web, now trivial, now sublime. 
All memories, all forebodings, hopes and fears. 
Mountain and river, forest, prairie, sea, 
A hill, a rock, a homestead, field, or tree. 
The casual gleanings of unreckoned years. 
Take goddess-shape at last and there is She, 
Old at our birth, new as the springing hours. 
Shrine of our weakness, fortress of our powers, 
Consoler, kindler, peerless 'mid her peers, 
A force that 'neath our conscious being stirs, 
A life to give ours permanence, when we 
Are borne to mingle our poor earth with hers. 
And all this glowing world goes with us on our 
biers. 

2. 

Nations are long results, by ruder ways 
Gathering the might that warrants length of days ; 
They may be pieced of half-reluctant shares 




Welded liy Iiammer-strokefi of broad-brnined kings. 

Or frotii a doughty people grow, the heira 

Of wise traditions widening cautious rings ; 

At \xst tliey are computable tilings, 

A strength behind ua iiLiking us feel bold 
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You, who bold dear this self-cone civod ideal, 
Whose faitli and works alouo can make it real, 
Briu- all voiir fair.-st j;ifts to deek ber -shrine 
Wli<i lifts'oLir lives away from Thine and Mine 
And feeds tlie lamp of manhood more divine 
With fra;:i:nit oils of (lucneldess constancy. 
Wli.n all have done their utmost, surely lie 
llafb j::iviii the best who gives a character 
Erect and constant, which nor any shock 
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Of loosened elements, nor the forceful sea 

Of flowing or of ebbing fates, can stir 

From its deep bases in the living rock 

Of ancient manhood's sweet security : 

And this he gave, serenely far from pride 

As baseness, boon with prosperous stars allied, 

Part of what nobler seed shall in our loins abide. 

4. 

No bond of men as common pride so strong, 
In names time-filtered for the lips of song, 
Still operant, with the primal Forces bound 
Whose currents, on their spiritual round. 
Transfuse our mortal will nor are gainsaid : 
These are their arsenals, these the exhaustless 

mines 
That give a constant heart in great designs ; 
These are the stuff whereof such dreams are made 
As make heroic men : thus surely he 
Still holds in place the massy blocks he laid 
'Neath our new frame, enforcing soberly 
The self-control that makes and keeps a people 

free. 

V. 

1. 

Oh, for a drop of that Cornelian ink 
Which gave Agricola dateless length of days, 
To celebrate him fitly, neither swerve 
To phrase unkempt, nor pass discretion's brink. 
With him so statue-like in sad reserve, 
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So diffident to claim, so forward to deserve! 
Nor need I shun due influence of his fame 
Who, mortal among mortals, seemed as now 
The equestrian shape with unimpassioned brow, 
That paces silent on through vistas of acdaim. 

2. 

What figure more immovably august 

Than that grave strength so patient and so pure, 

Calm in good fortune, when it wavered, sure. 

That mind serene, impenetrably just. 

Modelled on classic lines so simple they endure ? 

That soul so softly radiant and so white 

The track it left seems less of fire than light. 

Cold but to such as love distemperature ? 

And if pure light, as some deem, be the force 

That drives rejoicing planets on their course, 

Why for his power benign seek an impurer source ? 

His was the true enthusiasm that bums long, 

Domestically bright. 

Fed from itself and shy of human sight. 

The hidden force that makes a lifetime strong. 

And not the short-lived fuel of a song. 

Passionless, say you ? What is passion for 

But to sublime our natures and control 

To front heroic toils with late return, 

Or none, or such as shames the conqueror ? 

That fire was fed with substance of the soul 

And not with holiday stubble, that could bum, 

Unpraised of men who after bonfires run. 

Through seven slow years of unadvancing war. 

Equal when fields were lost or fields were won. 
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With breath of popular applause or blame, 
Nor fanned nor damped, unquenchably the same, 
Too inward to be reached by flaws of idle fame. 

3. 

Soldier and statesman, rarest unison ; 
High-poised example of great duties done 
Simply as breathing, a world's honors worn 
As life's indifferent gifts to all men born ; 
Dumb for himself, unless it were to God, 
But for his barefoot soldiers eloquent, 
Tramping the snow to coral where they trod, 
Held by his awe in hollow-eyed content ; 
Modest, yet firm as Nature's self ; unblamed 
Save by the men his nobler temper shamed ; 
Never seduced through show of present good 
By other than unsetting lights to steer 
New-trimmed in Heaven, nor than his stead&st 

mood 
More steadfast, far from rashness as from fear ; 
Rigid, but with himself first, grasping still 
In swerveless poise the wave-beat helm of will ; 
Not honored then or now because he wooed 
The popular voice, but that he still withstood ; 
Broad-minded, higher-souled, there is but one 
Who was all this and ours, and all men's, — 

Washington. 

4. 

Minds strong by fits, irregularly great. 
That flash and darken like revolving lights. 
Catch more the vulgar eye unschooled to wait 
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On the long curve of patient days and nights 

Rounding a whole life to the circle fair 

Of orbed fulfilment ; and this balanced soul. 

So simple in its grandeur, coldly bare 

Of draperies theatric, standing there 

In perfect symmetry of self-control. 

Seems not so great at first, but greater grows 

Still as we look, and by experience learn 

How grand this quiet is, how nobly stem 

The discipline that wrought through lifelong throes 

That energetic passion of repose. 

6. 

A nature too decorous and severe, 

Too self-respectful in its griefs and joys, 

For ardent girls and boys 

Who find no genius in a mind so clear 

That its grave depths seem obvious and near, 

Nor a soul great that made so little noise. 

They feel no force in that calm-cadenced phrase. 

The habitual full-dress of his well-bred mind. 

That seems to pace the minuet's courtly maze 

And tell of ampler leisures, roomier length of days. 

His firm-based brain, to self so little kind 

Tliat no tumultuary blood could blind. 

Formed to control men, not amaze, 

Looms not like those that borrow height of haze : 

It was a world of statelier movement then 

Than this we fret in, he a denizen 

Of that ideal Rome that made a man for men. 
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VI. 

1. 

The longer on this earth we live 

And weigh the various qualities of men, 

Seeing how most are fugitive, 

Or fitful gifts, at best, of now and then, 

Wind-wavered corpse-lights, daughters of the fen. 

The more we feel the high stem-featured beauty 

Of plain devotedness to duty, 

Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal praise. 

But finding amplest recompense 

For life's ungarlanded expense 

In work done squarely and unwasted days. 

For this we honor him, that he could know 

How sweet the service and how free 

Of her, God's eldest daughter here below, 

And choose in meanest raiment which was she. 

2. 

Placid completeness, life without a fall 
From faith or highest aims, truth's breachless wall. 
Surely if any fame can bear the toucli. 
His will say " Here 1 " at the last trumpet's call. 
The unexpressive man whose life expressed so 
much. 

vn. 

1. 

Never to see a nation bom 
Hath been given to mortal man, 
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Piling its thunder-heads and muttering " Cease ! " 

Yet drew not back his hand, but gravely chose 

The seeming-desperate task whence our new nation 

rose. 

3. 

A noble choice and of immortal seed ! 

Nor deem that acts heroic wait on chance 

Or easy were as in a boy's romance ; 

The man's whole life preludes the single deed 

That shall decide if his inheritance 

Be with the sifted few of matchless breed, 

Oar race's sap and sustenance, 

Or with the immotived herd that only sleep and 

feed. 
Choice seems a thing indifferent ; thus or so. 
What matters it ? The Fates with mocking face 
liook on inexorable, nor seem to know 
Where the lot lurks that gives life's foremost place. 
Yet Duty's leaden casket holds it still. 
And but two ways are offered to our will, 
Toil with rare triumph, ease with safe disgrace. 
The problem still for us and all of human race. 
He chose, as men choose, where most danger 

showed. 
Nor ever faltered 'neath the load 
Of petty cares, that gall great hearts the most. 
But kept right on the strenuous up-hill road. 
Strong to the end, above complaint or boast : 
The popular tempest on his rock-mailed coast 
Wasted its wind-borne spray, 
The noisy marvel of a day ; 
BBs soul sate still in its unstormed abode. 
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WMch, like his own, the day's disaster done, 

Could, safe in manhood, suffer and be stilL 

Both thine and ours the victory hardly won ; 

If ever with distempered voice or pen 

We have misdeemed thee, here we take it back, 

And for the dead of both don common black. 

Be to us evermore as thou wast then, 

As we forget thou hast not always been. 

Mother of States and unpolluted men, 

Virginia, fitly named from England's manly queen ! 



AN ODE 

lOB THE FOURTH OF JULY, 1S76 

I. 
1. 

Entranced I saw a vision in the cloud 
That loitered dreaming in yon sunset sky, 
Full of fair shapes, half creatures of the eye, 
Half chance-evoked by the wind's fantasy 
In golden mist, an ever-shifting crowd : 
There, 'mid unreal forms that came and went 
In air-spun robes, of evanescent dye, 
A woman's semblance shone preeminent ; 
Not armed like Pallas, not like Hera proud. 
But, as on household diligence intent. 
Beside her visionary wheel she bent 
Like Arete or Bertha, nor than they 
Less queenly in her port : about her knee 
Glad children clustered confident in play : 




Placid hor poso, tlie calm of eoei^ i 

And ov^r ht-r broad brow in many > round 

(That lEtrii^ened wonld bave ^t ber garukf^ut's hem^. 

Succinct, as toil preeoribes, the hair was wound 

In lustrous coils, a oatural diadeiu. 

The eloiij changed shape, obsequioaB to the whim 
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Wliiit sliapn liy exile di-camcd elates the mind 

Likr kiTs ului-i' Iiaiid, a fortress of tlie poor. 
No l^lnnd ill vcii-uaiiw spilt, thoii;,rli lawful, stains? 
W'Ijo iU'ViT turned a siipjiliant from her door? 
Wliosi- .■oiiqL.,.>ts are tliu ijains of idl mankind? 
T.Mlay li.T tliai.ks shall Hy on every wind. 
Unstinted, unrebuked, from shore to shore. 
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One love, one hope, and not a doubt behind ! 
Cannon to cannon shall repeat her praise, 
Banner to banner flap it forth in flame ; 
Her children shall rise up to bless her name, 
And wish her harmless length of days, 
The mighty mother of a mighty brood. 
Blessed in all tongues and dear to every blood. 
The beautiful, the strong, and, best of all, the good 

3. 

Seven years long was the bow 

Of battle bent, and the heightening 

Storm-heaps convulsed with the throe 

Of their uncontainable lightning ; 

Seven years long heard the sea 

Crash of navies and wave-borne thunder ; 

Then drifted the cloud-rack a-lee. 

And new stars were seen, a world's wonder ; 

Each by her sisters made bright. 

All binding all to their stations, 

Cluster of manifold light 

Startling the old constellations : 

Men looked up and grew pale : 

Was it a comet or star. 

Omen of blessing or bale. 

Hung o'er the ocean afar? 

4. 

Stormy the day of her birth : 
Was she not bom of the strong, 
She, the last ripeness of earth, 
Beautiful, prophesied long? 
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No prai-'C-i of the pa^^t arc hers, 

N,> fanrs hy hallowin- tinit- i-aressod. 

No brnk.'u arch that iiuiiistiTS 

To Time's sad instinct in the breast: 

Slie lias iiiit i^atliorei] froni the years 

(Ji-an.lcnr of lni,i;o<Hcs ami tears. 

Nor finm Inn- leisure tlie unrest 

That finils ri]inso In forms of classic grace: 

These Tnny .ieli;,'ht the coming race 

Who haply shall not count it to our crime 

That we whi> fain would sing arc here before Ottr 



She al~o hath her monuments : 

Not such a-i stand doercpilly resi^rned 

To ruiu-maik the path of dead events 
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That left uo aieed of better days behind, 

The tourist's pensioners that show their scars 

And maunder of forgotten wars ; 

She builds not on the ground, but in the mind, 

Her open-hearted palaces 

For larger-tboughted men with heaven and earth 

at ease: 
Her march the plump mow marks, the sleepless 

wheel. 
The golden sheaf, the self-swayed commonweal ; 
The happy homesteads hid in orchard treen 
Whose sacrificial smokes through peaceful air 
Rise lost iu heaven, the household's silent prayer ; 
What architect hath bettered these ? 
With softened eye the westward traveller sees 
A thousand miles of neighbors side by side. 
Holding by toil-won titles fresh from God 
The lands no serf or seigneur ever trod. 
With manhood latent in the very sod, 
Where the long billow of the wbeatfield's tide 
Flows to the sky across the prairie wide, 
A sweeter vision than the castled Rhine, 
Kindly with thoughts of Ruth and Bible-days be- 
nign. 

2. 

O ancient commonwealths, that we revere 
Haply because we could not know you near. 
Your deeds like statues down the aisles of Time 
Shine peerless in memorial calm sublime, 
And Athens is a trumpet still, and Rome ; 
Yet wliich of your achievements is not foam 
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Secure of the divine event ; 
And only children rend the bud half-blown 
To forestall Nature in her calm intent : 
Time hath a quiver full of purposes 
Which miss not of their aim, to us unknown, 
And brings about the impossible with ease : 
Haply for us the ideal dawn shall break 
From where in legend-tinted line 
The peaks of Hellas drink the moming^s wine, 
To tremble on our lids with mystic sign 
Till the drowsed ichor in our veins awake 
And set our pulse in tune with moods divine : 
Long the day lingered in its searfringed nest, 
Then touched the Tuscan hills with golden lance 
And paused ; then on to Spain and France 
The splendor flew, and Albion^s misty crest : 
Shall Ocean bar him from his destined West ? 
Or are we, then, arrived too late. 
Doomed with tlio rest to grope disconsolate, 
Foreclosed of Beauty by our modem date ? 



HI. 

1. 

Poets, as their heads grow gray, 
Look from too far behind the eyes. 
Too long-experienced to be wise 
In guileless youth's diviner way ; 
Life sings not now, but prophesies ; 
Time's shadows they no more behold, 
Bat, under them, the riddle old 
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That mocks, bewilders, and defies : 
In chiIdhood*s face the seed of shame, 
In the green tree an ambushed flame. 
In Phosphor a vaunt-guard of Night, 
They, though against their will, divine, 
And dread the care-dispelling wine 
Stored from the Muse's vintage bright. 
By age imbued with second^ight 
From Faith's own eyelids there peeps out, 
Even as they look, the leer of doubt ; 
The festal wreath their fancv loads 
With care that whispers and forebodes : 
Nor this our triumph-day can blunt Megaera's 
goads. 

2. 

Murmur of many voices in the air 

Denounces us degenerate. 

Unfaithful guardians of a noble fate. 

And prompts indifference or despair : 

Is this the country that we dreamed in youth, 

Where wisdom and not numbers should have 

weight. 
Seed-field of simpler manners, braver truth. 
Where shams should cease to dominate 
In household, church, and state ? 
Is this Atlantis ? This the unpoisoned soil, 
Sea-whelmed for ages and recovered late. 
Where parasitic greed no more should coil 
Round Freedom's stem to bend awry and blight 
What grew so fair, sole plant of love and light? 
Who sit where once in crowned seclusion sate 
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The ISng-proved athletes of debate 

Trained from their youth, as none thinks needful 

now? 
Is this debating club where boys dispute. 
And wrangle o'er their stolen fruit, 
The Senate, erewhile cloister of the few. 
Where Clay once flashed and Webster's cloudy 

brow 
Brooded those bolts of thought that all the horizon 

knew? 

3. 

Oh, as this pensive moonlight blurs my pines. 

Here while I sit and meditate these lines. 

To gray-green dreams of what they are by day. 

So would some light, not reason's sharp-edged ray. 

Trance me in moonshine as before the flight 

Of years had won me this unwelcome right 

To see things as they are, or shall be soon. 

In the frank prose of undissembling noon I 

4. 

Back to my breast, ungrateful sigh I 

Whoever fails, whoever errs, 

The penalty be ours, not hers I 

The present still seems vulgar, seen too nigh ; 

The golden age is still the age that 's past : 

I ask no drowsy opiate 

To dull my vision of that only state 

Founded on faith in man, and therefore sure to 

last. 
For, O my country, touched by thee, 




The gray hairs gather book their gold ; 
Thy thoiigiit seta all my ptiUvs frwi ; 
The heart rf fuses to be old ; 
The ]ovi> IS all that I can see. 
Not to lliy iialal-day belong 

Time's pnnlcnt '- -" 'j wrong, 

But gifls of jfra ig : 

Unsummout^ cr kful words, 

As sap in spring hu tret-. 

Foreboding the re Is, 

For all that thoa i i m« I 



Fi,.\\vi.E>s lii.-i Iifart :ind tempered to the core 
Wlin. iMTliMur,! l,y the furward-lciiunf; wave, 
rir.-:t h-ii lifliLiici liim the firm-foot ed sliore, 
And. iir-rd l.y evi^ry nerve of siiil mid o:ir, 
St.ii-i'il |..r iliL- Uiikiiowii whieh gods to mortals 



Of ihiiii^lii and ac-tinn the iiiysterious door, 
liiiubi'aL- <•( Wn-]-^. a Kiniinions to the brave: 
Stivnglli IomulI be in the urisyin]>alhizttig sun. 
And s(r;ui-.' ^\uva from beneath (be burizou won. 
And Ibr diniil, oeean i.itilossly grave: 

lligb-h..:iltr,l,-.,„ely he: 

l!nt l...iaei Ill^^ wiio iir>t off-east 

Tlieir .J in-s from ibe h:d. liable Past 

Amlveiitmedi'liavlk-'^son thesea 
Of Htorni-eiiijendering Liberty: 
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For all earth's width of waters is a span, 
And their convulsed existence mere repose, 
Matched with the unstable heart of man, 
Shoreless in wants, mist-girt in all it knows. 
Open to every wind of sect or clan. 
And sudden-passionate in ebbs and flows. 

2. 

They steered by stars the elder shipmen knew. 

And laid their courses where the currents draw 

Of ancient wisdom channelled deep in law, 

The undaunted few 

Who changed the Old World for the New, 

And more devoutly prized 

Than all perfection theorized 

The more imperfect that had roots and grew. 

They founded deep and well, 

Those danger-chosen chiefs of men 

Who still believed in Heaven and Hell, 

Nor hoped to find a spell. 

In some fine flourish of a pen. 

To make a better man 

Than long-considering Nature will or can. 

Secure against his own mistakes. 

Content with what life gives or takes. 

And acting still on some fore-ordered plan, 

A cog of iron in an iron wheel, 

Too nicely poised to think or feel, 

Dumb motor in a clock-like common weaL 

They wasted not their brain in schemes 

Of what man might be in some bubble-sphere. 

As if he must be other than he seems 



fcSt 
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Because \w was not what he fiboald lie here, 

PostjMiiiiig Time's alow proof to petuliint dreams: 

Yet hert'iii they were f^ntat 

Beyond tlie incredulous lawgiven of yore. 

And wiser than the wisilutn of the nhelf. 

That th>'y eoneeived & deeuer-ruuted aUte, 

Of harrliiT groi in rind to core, 

By making man ■ of himself. 



God of onr fathe lo wast, 

Art, and shalt be " e eye-wlfio who flout 

Thy secret presence „„ lost 

In till' L.'r.';it li-ht tli:it dn/zles tlioin to douht, 

W.: >.i.iun- fi-..in Inins of stulwjirt men 

Whusr -liTii-lii \v:i. in lli.-ir trust 

Tliiit ■rimu \v.uia>t iniikr thy dwelling in their dust 

And ^^.:Ak willl lllos,- :i f,.lli.w-<*ili/.en 

\Vh.)l.uiMa<'ilv<if tin. JList, 

W.., vlic. I».li,-v,- Life's li:isfs rest 

It..V.imllh-|.n.lK. ufclu-mii' test. 

Still, lik.- iiur fiithrrs. U-A Tlico near, 

Surr tli;it. «!iilc Lists tin' imnnitaljle decree, 

Tbi-];.n,l t,> Huiiian Nutiin- ilear 

Shall not h^ uiiU-loVL'd of Thee. 



HEARTSEASE AND RUE 

AGASSIZ 

Come 
Dicesti e^i ebbe f non yiv' egli ancora ? 
Non fiere gli occhi saoi lo dolce lome ? 

I. 
1. 

The electric nerve, whose instantaneous thrill 
Makes next-door gossips of the antipodes, 
Confutes poor Hope's last fallacy of ease, — 
The distance that divided her from ill : 
Earth sentient seems again as when of old 

The homy foot of Pan 
Stamped, and the conscious horror ran 
Beneath men's feet through all her fibres cold : 
Space's blue walls are mined ; we feel the throe 
From underground of our night-mantled foe : 

The flame-winged feet 
Of Trade's new Mercury, that dry-shod run 
Through briny abysses dreamless of the sun, 

Are mercilessly fleet. 
And at a bound annihilate 
Ocean's prerogative of short reprieve ; 

Surely ill news might wait» 
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And iii:m W patient o{ delay to grieve : 
lyi-tkm havo sympathies 
Anil t«U-taie iacw that reveal, 
To .sL'nses finer than tho eyos, 
Their i-riaud's pnrpurt ore w« break the seal ; 
They wind a «nTnw nitind with cireiimstFince 
To stay iu feet> 
The Vi-il that d 
Thei: 
But now 1 
The savage oE tki 
And 

T.lk onl 
The ^t,'. 1-0., 1.1 faut 



So tUoii-lil I. as wllh va,i:m'. moHianu' eves, 
I siium.-l Iliu f.'stciiii- iirws wo half d.-spise 

Yet. sovaiul.lo for no less. 
And iva.l of pulilie >i(-;uidal, \mvi\te fraud, 
Criiui.' Ilauiiliii;^ si'ut-fri.'C wliile the nioh npplaild, 
Otli.-i- ii.a.lo vii,. to hiilu' unwDrlhitioss, 

And all Ihoutiwholosomonu-ss 
The L:Mid of H..ne^t Ahraham sorvos of lata 
T^ t.:..h t\w OM World how to wait, 

AVh.^n suddenly. 
As ha]iiipn-i if the tn'ain. from overweight 

Of M..od. infeetthoeyo. 
Three Uny su.y.h grew lurid as I read. 
And ivelod roniniin-ling: A'_/'i.<siz h dead. 
As \vlie:i, lii'iu'atli the street's familiar jar. 
An eaithiiiiako's alicii omen rumbles far, 
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, »« MW Tom , 
ItobucubiiartI 
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Men listen and forebode, I hung my head, 

And strove the present to recall, 
As if the blow that stunned were yet to falL 

3. 

Uprooted is our mountain oak. 
That promised long security of shade 
And brooding-place for many a winged thought ; 

Not by Time's softly-cadeneed stroke 
With pauses of relenting pity stayed. 
But ere a root seemed sapt, a bough decayed. 
From sudden ambush by the whirlwind caught 
And in his broad maturity betrayed I 

4. 

Well might I, as of old, appeal to you, 

O mountains woods and streams. 
To help us mourn him, for ye loved him too ; 

But simpler moods befit our modern themes. 
And noless perfect birth of nature can. 
Though they yearn tow'rd him, sympathize with 

man. 
Save as dumb fellow-prisoners through a wall ; 

Answer ye rather to my call, 
Strong poets of a more unconscious day. 
When Nature spake nor sought nice reasons 

why. 
Too much for softer arts forgotten since 
That teach our forthright tongue to lisp and 

mince. 
And drown in music the heart's bitter cry I 
Lead me some steps in your directer way, 




104 

TiMU-h mc those words that strike a BoUd root 

Within the ears of men ; 
Ye chiefly, virili- both to think and feel. 
Deep-chested Chapman and flnn<footed Ben, 
For he wan masculine from tiood to faeeL 
Kay, let himBi-lf b**!!/! imillinitiished by 



With those o] 




m that will not tliA. 


Himsolf from 




; dark I ckim 


To hoar, aiid, 




0, to blame ; 


To show himf 




eom to Bee, 


A mortal, bull 




tique plan, 1 


Brimfol of lu< 




'ei ran, 


And t,nkin{j Ih. 




itttree! 


■]',. .-hiim n,v foi 


ilo.l ■r.-o.l-lm' let him appear. 


Larj;i-lii„l„..l ;ii 


..1 li..i.iaii .u I »aw him near. 


Lulled fii.lii Ihi 


!■ slitfeniii- nniform of fame : 


All.lli'l II..' l...:l 


it hi... hirs.Iv : 1 sl.onkl fear. 


( If with to., pf. 


,in.,. h.ns 1 eiiani-e.1 to err. 


Misl.ilii,.- ,nit:.i 


..Sn.. for el,ar,u lev,) 


llis»i<..t,i,vliii 


LjiT i':iisfil ill siiiilitij; lilame. 


.%-.„■ w..„l.l 1 <.■; 


lilt liiiii M-illi juilici:il breath 


A.1.1 ti.n, ....'iv 


.Tili.i.iatiqutaph; 


1 .■!,......■ II... «l, 


cat. i.K-uri.-us of tlic diaff 


That sw.ll, full 


11.- livin-. chokes it after death, 


Aii.l w„.,l.l l,..t 


iiirmoii/.e tlie sluiiiiiK half 


Of l.i> I:..-.,-.. i.:itiir.. that was t.iiiie.l to nic : 


lain ha.l 1 i,.i.. 


eil with tlioso that linnoi-ed hiin 


Will, ..,.■< il.at 


.iarke.iod l.eeanse his were dim, 


Al,.l 1..IW h„uu 


=ilent: but i 


t might not be. 
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n. 
1. 

Id some the genins is a thing apart, 

A pillared hermit of the braiii. 
Hoarding with incommunicable art 
Its intellectual gain ; 

Man*s web of circumstance and fate 

They from their perch of self observe, 
Indifferent as the figures on a slate 

Are to the planet^s sun-swung curve 

Whose bright returns they calculate ; 

Their nice adjustment, part to part. 
Were shaken from its serviceable mood 
By unpremeditated stirs of heart 

Or jar of human neighborhood : 
Some find their natural selves, and only then. 
In furloughs of divine escape from men. 
And when, by that brief ecstasy left bare. 

Driven by some instinct of desire. 
They wander worldward, 't is to blink and stare, 
Like wild things of the wood about a fire, 
Dazed by the social glow they cannot share ; 

His nature brooked no lonely lair. 
But basked and bourgeoned in copartnery. 
Companionship, and open-windowed glee : 
He knew, for he had tried. 

Those speculative heights that lure 
The unpractised foot, impatient of a guide, 

Tow'rd ether too attenuately pure 
For sweet unoonsoious breath, though dear to pridoi 
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Bat better InTnl tfae footbnU m 
Of paths that wind hy old abodos of n 
^"ho hope at hut thi* rhurrhyard'a jieara ■ 
And foUmr time-worn rulm, that tboin suf 
Leame<) fn'ai tbi;ir nres, tradhio&aUy vrise. 
Careful i>[ honest cnatooi's how and when ; 



His mihil. til. 


00 Troth Bskaaoe. 


No mor.- tli.>8 


faith oDQld dum, 


But, tiiig.-.! 1 


•r tho dd Swin naaaa. 


Lingen-il arou 


ud fain would span. 


Patient to spy 


or w«,lu. 


The eni;;iiia of > 


irprinc 


Wm tniff instjnoi 


! life that MMsks -« 


WitlhULl ;i iiiysteiy from kiiiillv eyes : 


111 no >.lf--pnii cn,'.)iiii of prii.lfiice wimnd, 


Hi- l.y til.' tr>iii-li of iiU'ii wus U'st iiis|iirtHl, 


Anil .anLiIii Ills iiutiw <:mitiioss at ruUiuiid 


F,n,n^',l.rn,-i,i,.sil.r!f lu.itiml: 


Tlivii !,..» tl... !i..:.t t)in.,i^'h every fibre ran. 


I'-ll in ll„. -alli.'i'iu^ i.n-seiiee of llic m;m. 


A\'liil- 111,. :ii.t woril [.n.l g^'sture came iiiibidi 


Viihiis :niil l':iiills it to one iii.'tal \vn>u;;Iit, 


li,i,.<i iilMiis l.luo,! lo th.m-U, 


Anil ran ilir iM.iltni man in all lie sai.l or did. 


All Tally's iii!,-i and all (iuintilian's too 


11.- l>y llir li-lil of listenin,!,' faces knew. 


Ami Ills i:i|,l aiulii'iiee all uneonseious lent 


Tlirir .,« 1, inii^ed fonr to make Iiim eloquent ; 


l',a-n:(-i..i. fnnJleil in his look and tone; 


Our s]ii'it1i (with strange 


rs i>rn,lisli) he could 
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Her coy constraints and icy hindrances 

Melted upon his lips to natural ease, 

As a brook's fetters swell the dance of spring. 

Nor yet all sweetness : not in vain he wore. 

Nor in the sheath of ceremony, controlled 

By velvet courtesy or caution cold. 

That sword of honest anger prized of old, 

But, with two-handed wrath, 
If baseness or pretension crossed his path. 
Struck once nor needed to strike more. 

2. 

His magic was not far to seek, — 
He was so human ! Whether strong or weak, 
Far from his kind he neither sank nor soared, 
But sate an equal guest at every board : 
No beggar ever felt him condescend, 
No prince presimie ; for still himself he bare 
At manhood's simple level, and where'er 
He met a stranger, there he left a friend. 
How large an aspect ! nobly unsevere. 
With freshness round him of Olympian cheer, 
Lake visits of those earthly gods he came ; 
His look, wherever its good-fortune fell. 
Doubled the feast without a miracle. 
And on the hearthstone danced a happier flame ; 
Philemon's crabbed vintage grew benign ; 
Amphitryon's gold-juice humanized to wine. 



10» BEAXTSSASs Ana cm ^^| 
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^^H 


Tnc ^rmloQs memories ^^^^H 


Gather a|;>uu fri>m nil tli.ir fui^flown nooks, ^^| 


Singly ut tirti 


twos and Uuee«, ^^H 


Then in a tti> 


An, M the rooks ^^H 


Thi 


ight ftlea ^H 


Tow'rd Tintei 


le of roofless uslees^^H 


Once nioH' I a 


table's head ^H 


When Satunia 


y banquet spread ^^H 


Tosc, 


wito. ^" 


All v\u-w<\ -niiif famous, \»\ 


liiiil tliinpi, not names. 



Ami ^ 


•owitlnu 


It u twiiijje at others' f:unes ; 


Surll 


.■<.iii|i;iii> 


■ as wUust iikhmIs bi-lits. 


V,.i « 


;,l>,„.|. 


.iiaiit l.lindiR'ss to the worth 




( >f 11 


luleliborattt mirth. 


N;.t,u 


■.'- l.,Mi;;- 


Illy iiiixctl of air anil earth. 


Now 1 


i\illi ih,- 


stars ami now with equal zest 


Trarii 


ii-llir .■. 


■centric oi'liit of a jest. 



1 see ill vi-inn the warm-li^'hto.1 hall, 
The livin- ami tlie -leail I sec ajrain. 
Anil but iiiy i!i:iir is ein])tj' : 'mill them all 
■'1' is I iliat'seeni the ileail"; they all remain 
limiiortal, i liatijr.'less ei-eatnres of the brain: 
Welhii-h 1 ilnnbt whieh world is real most. 
Of seii-i.' or sjiirit. to the tnily sane ; 
In this al>-lr:ietion it were lijjht ti) ileem 
Myself the lit^incnt of some stronger dream ; 
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They are the real things, and I the ghost 
That glide unhindered through the solid door, 
Vainly for recognition seek from chair to chair, 
And strive to speak and am but futile air, 
As truly most of us are little more. 

3. 

Him most I see whom we most dearly miss, 

The latest parted thence. 
His features poised in genial armistice 
And armed neutrality of self-defence 
Beneath the forehead's walled preeminence. 
While Tyro, plucking facts with careless reach, 
Settles off-hand our human how and whence ; 
The long-trained veteran scarcely wincing hears 
The infallible strategy of volunteers 
Making through Nature's walls its easy breach. 
And seems to learn where he alone could teach. 
Ample and ruddy, the board's end he fills 
As he our fireside were, our light and heat. 
Centre where minds diverse and various skills 
Find their warm nook and stretch unhampered 

feet; 
I see the firm benignity of face, 
Wide-smiling champaign, without tameness sweet, 
The mass Teutonic toned to Grallic grace. 
The eyes whose sunshine runs before the lips 
While Holmes's rockets curve their long ellipse, 
And burst in seeds of fire that burst again 
To drop in scintiUating rain. 




There ton the face half-ntiiti<', half-dirtne, 
Self-poi.M'ii, s»}picii)iiii, fivakfd with humor fiii«. 
Of him vho Uaght us not to mow and luope 
About our fancied Helvcti, but seek our H-upo 
In Nature')^ world aud Mud'k, nor fad« to hoUow 
troj 
Content with id nnd timoly bold 

ToehaU.uge f of th^OId; 

Listt-niii^ witt wc him nil 

Pricked with e Judge'a wit 

(Ri})e-h'';irt(!d «h aud freah again). 

While tho wise inilt aquiline 

I 'iirvo'i shnrjifr to restrain 
Till' riii'ii iiiii'iit whose lutt'^t unnilv moods 
I';i>s Ti.it th,- .hirnl) hiugh K'iiMied in lisleuin- 

W.Kuis 

Of >il,.ii.-o-sU'.hliiigimit': 
IIur.1 hv i^ h.- whose art's e(.i.s<.ling speU 
lluth -iv,-n l".lh w-.rhls a whiff of as|.hodeU 
His h.ok still venial ■iiiid tlie wintry ring 
Of |>et:i]-^ tli:it i-ciiieniher. not foretell, 
The ])aler iiriiiiroiio of a seeoml spring. 



And more ihi'i-e are: hut other forms arise 

An,l sivii as elear, albeit witli dimmer eyes : 

First he from syuijiathy still held apart 

By shrinking over-*.' age mess of heart, 

Cloiiil char^xi'il with searching tire, whose shad- 

Ileighfeiud mean things with sense of brooding 
ill. 



AG A SSI Z 111 

And steeped in doom familiar field and hill, — 
New England's poet, soul reserved and deep, 
November nature with a name of May, 
Whom high o'er Concord plains we laid to sleep. 
While the orchards mocked us in their white 

array 
And building robins wondered at our tears. 
Snatched in his prime, the shape august 
That should have stood unbent 'neath fourscore 

years. 
The noble head, the eyes of furtive trust. 
All gone to speechless dust. 
And he our passing guest. 
Shy nature, too, and stung with life's unrest. 
Whom we too briefly had but could not hold, 
Who brought ripe Oxford's culture to our board. 

The Past's incalculable hoard. 
Mellowed by scutcheoned panes in cloisters old. 
Seclusions ivy-hushed, and pavements sweet 
With immemorial lisp of musing feet ; 
Young head time - tonsui*ed smoother than a 

friar's. 
Boy face, but grave with answerless desires. 
Poet in all that poets have of best, 
But foiled with riddles dark and cloudy aims. 

Who now hath found sure rest. 
Not by still Isis or historic Thames, 
Nor by the Charles he tried to love with me. 
But, not misplaced, by Amo's hallowed brim. 
Nor Bcomed by Santa Croce's neighboring fames. 

Haply not mindless, wheresoe'er he be. 
Of violets that to-day I scattered over him ; 
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He, loo, in there, 
After tlic good eentuHon fitly nantMl. 
Whoui learning dulled not, nor POD voutioD fc 
Shakiii^r with bnrly mirth his hyacintlune hair. 
Our Iiearty Grecian of llunjvric ways, 
Stall fouiid the surer friend where least be b<^ed 
the pr 



wing years 
us^loosened leaves 
of «bort<^Diug days, 
trinter nears. 
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Yea truly 
Fall from ua I 
Pualit-d liy the 

And that -. 

Tlstlu- voMelii.ir 
T[sli).,l,n..-'-"Mtl);it -ivetl 

Ti^thr 1..-1 iniri-eoniesoftfl 

\\'e nmiit .iiir losary l.y the beads we miss: 

T,. im: at least, it sefineth so, 
Anexil,. ill l!ie laud .m,T found divine, 

W'liili' my slarvt'il fire bums low, 
Ami liixiuless wiiiils at the loose caseiiient whine 
Sliiill ditlirs of the siiow-roofeil Aiiemiiiie. 



L'St to o 



1. 

NiMv forth into tlie darkness all are gone, 
Itut nun.on-. still iinsated, follows on, 
Hi'trai'iiig slej) by stej) <nu' homeward walk, 
With many a langh aiuonj; our seriona talk. 
Across the bridgo where, on the dimpling tide. 
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The long red streamers from the windows glide, 

Or the dim western moon 
Bocks her skiff's image on the broad lagoon, 
And Boston shows a soft Venetian side 
In that Arcadian light when roof and tree, 
Hard prose by daylight, dream in Italy ; 
Or haply in the sky's cold chambers wide 
Shivered the winter stars, while all below, 
As if an end were come of human ill, 
The world was wrapt in innocence of snow 
And the cast-iron bay was blind and still ; 
These were our poetry ; in him perhaps 
Science had barred the gate that lets in dream. 
And he would rather count the perch and bream 
Than with the current's idle fancy lapse ; 
And yet he had the poet's open eye 
That takes a frank delight in all it sees. 
Nor was earth voiceless, nor the mystic sky, 
To him the life-long friend of fields and trees : 
Then came the prose of the suburban street, 
Its silence deepened by our echoing feet, 
And converse such as rambling hazard finds ; 
Then he who many cities knew and many minds, 
And men once world-noised, now mere Ossian 

forms 
Of misty memory, bade them live anew 
As when they shared earth's manifold delight. 
In shape, in gait, in voice, in gesture true. 
And, with an accent heightening as he warms. 
Would stop forgetful of the shortening night. 
Drop my confining arm, and pour profuse 
Much worldly wisdom kept for others' use. 
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Not for Ids own, for he was rash and free. 
His parse or knowledge all men's, like the sea. 
Still can I hear his voice's shrilling might 
(With pauses broken, while the fitful spark 
He blew more hotly rounded on the dark 
To hint his features with a Rembrandt light) 
Call Oken back, or Humboldt, or Lamarck, 
Or Cuvier's taller shade, and many more 
Whom he had seeu, or knew from others' sight, 
And make them men to me as ne'er before : 
Not seldom, as the undeadened fibre stirred 
Of noble friendships knit beyond the sea, 
German or French thrust by the lagging word. 
For a good leash of mother-tongues had he. 
At last, arrived at where our paths divide, 

^^Good night!" and, ere the distance grew too 
wide, 

'*' Good night ! " again ; and now with cheated 
ear 
I half hear his who mine shall never hear. 

2. 

Sometimes it seemed as if New England air 
For his large lungs too parsimonious were, 
As if those empty rooms of dogma drear 
Where the ghost shivers of a faith austere 

Counting the horns o'er of the Beast, 
Still scaring those whose faith in it is least, 
As if those snaps o' th' moral atmosphere 
That sharpen all the needles of the East, 

Had been to him like death. 
Accustomed to draw Europe's freer breath 
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In a more stable element ; 
Nay, even our landscape, half the year morose. 
Our practical horizon grimly pent, 
Our air, sincere of ceremonious haze. 
Forcing hard outlines mercilessly close. 
Our social monotone of level days. 

Might make our best seem banishment ; 
But it was nothing so ; 

Haply his instinct might divine, 
Beneath our drift of puritanic snow, 

The marvel sensitive and fine 
Of sanguinaria over-rash to blow 
And trust its shyness to an air malign ; 
Well might he prize truth's warranty and pledge 
In the grim outcrop of our granite edge. 
Or Hebrew fervor flashing forth at need 
In the gaunt sons of Calvin's iron breed. 
As prompt to give as skilled to win and keep ; 
But, though such intuitions might not cheer. 
Yet life was good to him, and, there or here. 
With that sufficing joy, the day was never cheap ; 
Thereto his mind was its own ample sphere, 
And, like those buildings great that through the 

year 
Carry one temperature, his nature large 
Made its own climate, nor could any marge 
Traced by convention stay him from his bent : 
He had a habitude of mountain air ; 
He brought wide outlook where he went. 

And could on sunny uplands dwell 
Of prospect sweeter than the pastures fair 

High-hung of viny Neuf chatel ; 
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Nor, sarvlyi did ho n 
Simi^ p«\f, imu^naiT' bliss 
Of earlier si^lits whoso innur liudsrape BtOl % 

Swiss. 



I cannot thinl i soon to die 

With nil hilt w ?ager heat. 

And iMsy y<^»n. L-xpeetant by 

To bucklu thu ain on their feet. 

Ilfthat wasfrik irth, uid all her nreet ' 

'r<...k with I">lh hands unsparingly: 

'rnily thi-i lil'i- is pi-ccioiis to tlie root. 

Anil - I ilii' f.'i'I ,.f grass l.,.>noath tin- foot : 

Toll., in l>ntlriru]>satHidnvcT-lJoom. 
TitiMnls in rmiinioii with the bet's. 
All.! \v:it.h ihi> nhitf flomU drift through gulfs 

of hvrs. 

\- U-tU-v th:iii Ii.nj; wailin<: In the tomb; 

Only I'wi; iiiciri.' to fwl the coming spring 
As ihr l.'irds f,.,.l it. when it bids thorn sing, 
(lnl> oii.v nioR- to si^c tlif moon 
'riin.imh haf-rriiig.-<l abboy-arolios of the elms 

Ciuv h..r mild si,-kl,' ill the West 
Swri't «ii!i the IpM-ath of hay-ooeks, were a boon 
W'iirtli :Lriy ]ininiisi> of soothsiiyer realms 
Or cMsiial hn|ie of being elsewhere blest ; 

To lalii' Dweniber by the beaitl 
Aii.l rrn-b lb.- breaking snow with springy foot. 
While overhead tlio North's dumb streamers 
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Till Winter fawn upon the cheek endeared, 
Then the long evening-ends 
Lingered by cosy chimney-nooks, 
With high companionship of books 
Or slippered talk of friends 
And sweet habitual looks, 
Is better than to stop the ears with dust : 
Too soon the spectre comes to say, " Thou nust I " 

2. 

When toil-crooked hands are crost upon the 
breast, 

They comfort us with sense of rest ; 
They must be glad to lie forever still ; 

Their work is ended with their day ; 
Another fills their room ; 't is the World's ancient 
way. 

Whether for good or ill ; 
But the deft spinners of the brain, 
Who love each added day and find it gain. 

Them overtakes the doom 
To snap the half-grown flower upon the loom 
(Trophy that was to be of life-long pain). 
The thread no other skill can ever knit again. 

'T was so with him, for he was glad to live, 

*T was doubly so, for he left work begun ; 
Could not this eagerness of Fate forgive 

Till all the allotted flax were spun ? 
It matters not ; for, go at night or noon, 
A friend, whene'er he dies, has died too soon. 
And, once we hear the hopeless ffe is dead^ 
So far as flesh hath knowledge, all is said. 
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There, ilicii, we 
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Si lint true 
,of himwokiK-vv: 
: as <li->'aiiif'rs lio. 
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Na>. U. U- iiiin-lril vvilli tlie .■J.-iiiPnts, 
Til.' 1".lliiw—ri'v;int "f iTfativc powers. 
I'aitakii- ill tlii' siili-nin year's events, 
I'll >haii' till' «in'k itf luisv -fill Jeered hinira. 
To 1„. tii-lifs >il,'nl aimum-r nf .lew. 
Tij TIM' a^'aiii in (ilaiils ami Iiivatlic anil grow. 
To sliiaiii as li.l.'.- tlie wv.m caverns through, 
Or ulth tlir r:i|itLin' of -reat wimls to hlow 
.■\l"Mit carlli's slialven euij.'iifs, were not a. fatfl 
Th l,.:iv,. ns alklisc-onsolati- : 
i^ven i-mllr-s -lumber in the swueteiiing sod 
Of ,-liarltuMc earth 
That take> uiit all our mortal stains. 
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And makes ns cleanlier neighbors of the dod, 
Methinks were better worth 
Than the poor fruit of most men's wakeful pains, 
The heart's insatiable ache : 
But such was not his faith, 
Nor mine : it may be he had trod 
Outside the plain old path of God thus spake^ 
But God to him was very God, 
And not a visionary wraith 
Skulking in murky corners of the mind, 
And he was sure to be 
Somehow, somewhere, imperishable as He, 
Not with His essence mystically combined. 
As some high spirits long, but whole and free, 

A perfected and conscious Agassiz. 
And such I figure him : the wise of old 
Welcome and own him of their peaceful fold, 
Not truly with the guild enrolled 
Of him who seeking inward guessed 
Diviner riddles than the rest, 
And groping in the darks of thought 
Touched the Great Hand and knew it not ; 
Bather he shares the daily light. 
From reason's charier fountains won. 
Of his great chief, the slow-paced Stagyrite, 
And Cuvier clasps once more his long-lost son. 

2. 

The shape erect is prone : forever stilled 
The winning tongue ; the forehead's high-piled heap, 
A cairn which every science helped to build, 
Unvalned will its golden secrets keep : 
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He knows at last if Life or Death be best: 

Wherever he be flown, whatever vest 

The being hath put on which lately here 

So many-friended was, so full of cheer 

To make men feel the Seeker's noble zest, 

We have not lost him all ; he is not gone 

To the dumb herd of them that wholly die ; 

The beauty of his better self lives on 

In minds he touched with fire, in many an eye 

He trained to Truth's exact severity ; 

He was a Teacher : why be grieved for him 

Whose living word still stimulates the air ? 

In endless file shall loving scholars come 

The glow of his transmitted touch to share. 

And trace his features with an eye less dim 

Than ours whose sense familiar wont makes numb. 

Florence, Italy, February ^ 1874. 



TO HOLMES 

ON HIS SEVENTY-FIFTH BIBTHDAY 

Dear Wendell, why need count the years 
Since first your genius made me thrill, 

If what moved then to smiles or tears. 
Or both contending, move me still? 

What has the Calendar to do 

With poets ? What Time's fruitless tooth 
With gay immortals such as you 

Whose years but emphasize your youth? 
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One air gave both their lease of breath ; V^ 
The same paths lured our boyish feet ; 

One earth will hold us safe in death 
With dust of saints and scholars sweet. 

Our legends from one source were drawn, 
I scarce distinguish yours from mine, 

And dorCt we make the Gentiles yawn 
With " You remembers? " o'er our wine ! 



If I, with too senescent air, 

Invade your elder memory's pale, 

You snub me with a pitying " Where 
Were you in the September Gale ? 
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Both stared entranced at Lafayette, 
Saw Jackson dubbed with LL. D. 

What Cambridge saw not strikes us yet 
As scarcely worth one's while to see. 

Ten years my senior, when my name 
In Harvard's entrance-book was writ, 

Her halls still echoed with the fame 
Of you, her poet and her wit. 

'T is fifty years from then to now : 
But your Last Leaf renews its green. 

Though, for the laurels on your brow 
(So thick they crowd), 't is hardly seen. 

The oriole's fledglings fifty times 
Have flown from our familiar elms ; 
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As many poets with their rhymes 
Oblivion's darkling dust overwhelms. 

The birds are hushed, the poets gone 
Where no harsh critic's lash can reach. 

And still your winged brood sing on 
To all who love our English speech. 

Nay, let the foolish records be 

That make believe you 're seventy-five : 
You 're the old Wendell still to me, — 

And that 's the youngest man alive. 

The gray-blue eyes, I see them still. 
The gallant front with brown o'erhung. 

The shape alert, the wit at will. 

The phrase that stuck, but never stung. 

You keep your youth as yon Scotch firs. 
Whose gaunt line my horizon hems. 

Though twilight all the lowland blurs. 
Hold sunset in their ruddy stems. 

You with the elders? Yes, 't is true. 
But in no sadly literal sense. 

With elders and coevals too. 

Whose verb admits no preterite tense. 

Master alike in speech and song 
Of fame's great antiseptic — Style, 

You with the classic few belong 

Who tempered wisdom with a smile. 
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OntliYe us all ! Who else like you 
Could sift the seedcom from our chaff, 

And make us with the pen we knew 
Deathless at least in epitaph ? 

WoLLASTON, August 29, 1884. 



m A COPY OF OMAR KHAYyAm 

These pearls of thought in Persian gulfs were 

bred, 
Each softly lucent as a rounded moon ; 
The diver Omar plucked them from their bed, 
Fitzgerald strung them on an English thread. 

Fit rosary for a queen, in shape and hue. 
When Contemplation tells her pensive beads 
Of mortal thoughts, forever old and new. 
Fit for a queen ? Why, surely then for you I 

The moral ? Where Doubt's eddies toss and twirl 
Faith's slender shallop till her footing reel. 
Plunge : if you find not peace beneath the whirl. 
Groping, you may like Omar grasp a pearl. 



ON RECEIVING A COPY OF MR. AUSTIN 
DOBSON'S "OLD WORLD IDYLLS" 

I. 

At length arrived, your book I take 
To read in for Vie author's sake ; 
Too gray for new sensations grown. 
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Cancl 

This torpor f Kiin mj seoses shake ? 
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A ra[,i,.rt!irii-t- .■oat-skirt a-iiK 

^\^ loii-Ii Tw,..-ds liloom to silken pride, — 

W'lio wa> it laii-h.-.! ? Your hand. Diek St*el.-' 



Tal.o,. 
A< I r 



i-(:is loTi-of clij-t rhnrmiUv 
11 a- I'ierrot leads flie reel ; 
.iiil pipe the daiiecrs guide 



W'iiili' in and out tlic verses wlieel 
Til.- ttiii.i-caii-ht mhos trim feet reveal. 
Lithe aiild,.s that to miisie glide. 
P-nt ^hiist.lv aii.l hv eliance deseried ; 
Art ? Natinv ? \\hieh do I iimst feel 
As I read on ? 
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TO C. F. BRADFORD 

ON THE GIFT OF A MEERSCHAUM PIPE 

The pipe came safe, and welcome too, 

As anythiDg must be from you ; 

A meerschaum pure, 't would float as light 

As she the girls call Amphitrite. 

Mixture divine of foam and clay. 

From both it stole the best away : 

Its foam is such as crowns the glow 

Of beakers brimmed by Veuve Clicquot ; 

Its clay is but congested lymph 

Jove chose to make some choicer nymph ; 

And here combined, — why, this must be 

The birth of some enchanted sea. 

Shaped to immortal form, the type 

And very Venus of a pipe. 

When high I heap it with the weed 
From Lethe wharf, whose potent seed 
Nicotia, big from Bacchus, bore 
And cast upon Virginia's shore, 
I '11 think, — So fill the fairer bowl 
And wise alembic of thy soul. 
With herbs far-sought that shall distil. 
Not fumes to slacken thought and will. 
But bracing essences that nerve 
To wait, to dare, to strive, to serve. 

When curls the smoke in eddies soft, 
And hangs a shifting dream aloft. 




That ^ivi^s and takes, though chanc&deeigned, 
The iinproBS of the ilresmcr's tninil, 
I 'U think, — So let the vapore hred 
By P-ieaion, in the heart or head. 
Pass off and upward into space. 
Waving farewells of tenderest grace, 
Rcmemlterec )pier timo. 

To blend tb th m; rhynia. 

While slowlj (lid howl 
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Will, lliv last Hash uf iiivuiorj. 
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T will leap to welcome C. F. B., 
Who sent my favorite pipe to me. 



BANKSIDE 

(home of EDMUND QUINCY) 

Dedham, Mat 21, 1877 

I. 

I CHRISTENED you in happier days, before 
These gray forebodings on my brow were seen ; 
You are still lovely in your new-leaved green ; 
The brimming river soothes his grassy shore ; 
The bridge is there ; the rock with lichens hoar ; 
And the same shadows on the water lean, 
Outlasting us. How many graves between 
That day and this ! How many shadows more 
Darken my heart, their substance from these eyes 
Hidden forever ! So our world is made 
Of life and death commingled ; and the sighs 
Outweigh the smiles, in equal balance laid : 
What compensation ? None, save that the AU-wise 
So schools us to love things that cannot fade. 

II. 

Thank God, he saw you last in pomp of May, 

Ere any leaf had felt the year's regret ; 

Your latest image in his memory set 

Was fair as when your landscape's peaceful sway 

Charmed dearer eyes with his to make delay 

On Hope's long prospect, — as if They forget 
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The happy, They, the unspeakable Three, whose 

debt, 
Like the hawk's shadow, blots our brightest day : 
Better it is that ye should look so fair, 
Slopes that he loved, and ever-murmuring pines 
That make a music out of silent air. 
And bloom -heaped orchard-trees in prosperous 

lines ; 
In you the heart some sweeter hints divines. 
And wiser, than in winter's dull despair. 

III. 

Old Friend, fareweD ! Your kindly door again 
I enter, but the master's hand in mine 
No more clasps welcome, and the temperate wine, 
That cheered our long nights, other lips must 

stain: 
All is unchanged, but I expect in vain 
The face alert, the manners free and fine, 
The seventy years borne lightly as the pine 
Wears its first down of snow in green disdain : 
Much did he, and much well ; yet most of all 
I prized his skill in leisure and the ease 
Of a life flowing full without a plan ; 
For most are idly busy ; him I call 
Thrice fortunate who knew himself to please. 
Learned in those arts that make a gentleman. 

IV. 

NTor deem he lived unto himself alone ; 
His was the public spirit of his sire. 
And in those eyes, soft with domestic fire, 
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A quenchless light of fiercer temper shone 
What time about the world our shame was blown 
On every wind ; his soul would not conspire 
With selfish men to soothe the mob's desire, 
Veiling with garlands Moloch's bloody stone ; 
The high-bred instincts of a better day 
Ruled in his blood, when to be citizen 
Eang Roman yet, and a Free People's sway 
Was not the exchequer of impoverished men. 
Nor statesmanship with loaded votes to play, 
Nor public office a tramps' boosing-ken. 



JOSEPH WINLOCK 

DIED JUNE 11, 1875 

Sht soul and stalwart, man of patient will 
Through years one hair's-breadth on our Dark to 

gain. 
Who, from the stars he studied not in vain. 
Had learned their secret to be strong and still. 
Careless of fames that earth's tin trumpets fill ; 
Bom under Leo, broad of build and brain, 
While others slept, he watched in that hushed fane 
Of Science, only witness of his skill : 
Sudden as falls a shooting-star he fell. 
But inextinguishable his luminous trace 
In mind and heart of all that knew him well. 
Happy man's doom I To him the Fates were known 
Of orbs dim hovering on the skirts of space, 
Unprescient, through God's mercy, of his own I 
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He widened knowledge and escaped the praise ; 
He wisely taught, because more wise to learn ; 
He toiled for Science, not to draw men's gaze. 
But for her lore of self-denial stem. 
That such a man could spring from our decays 
Fans the soul's nobler faith until it bum. 



TO A FRIEND 

WHO GAVE ME A OBOUP OF WEEDS AND GRASSES, 
AFTER A DRAWING OF DURER 

True as the sun's own work, but more refined, 
It tells of love behind the artist's eye, 
Of sweet companionships with earth and sky. 
And summers stored, the sunshine of the mind. 
What peace I Sure, ere you breathe, the fickle 

wind 
Will break its truce and bend that grass-plume 

high. 
Scarcely yet quiet from the gilded fly 
That flits a more luxurious perch to find. 
Thanks for a pleasure that can never pall, 
A serene moment, deftly caught and kept 
To make immortal summer on my wall. 
Had he who drew such gladness ever wept? 
Ask rather could he else have seen at all. 
Or grown in Nature's mysteries an adept? 
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Who in the Louvre or Pitti feels his soul 
Rapt by some dead face which, till then unseen. 
Moves like a memory, and, till life outrun. 
Is vexed with vague misgiving, past control. 
Of nameless loss and thwarted might-have-been. 



E. 6. DE B. 

Why should I seek her spell to decompose 
Or to its source each rill of influence trace 
That feeds the brimming river of her grace ? 
The petals niunbered but degrade to prose 
Summer's triumphant poem of the rose : 
Enough for me to watch the wavering chase. 
Like wind o'er grass, of moods across her face. 
Fairest in motion, fairer in repose. 
Steeped in her sunshine, let me, while I may. 
Partake the boimiy : ample 't is for me 
That her mirth cheats my temples of their gray, 
Her charm makes years long spent seem yet to be. 
Wit, goodness, grace, swift flash from grave to 

gay.— 

All these are good, but better far is she. 



BON VOYAGE 

Ship, blest to bear such freight across the blue. 
May stormless stars control thy horoscope ; 
In keel and hull, in every spar and rope. 
Be night and day to thy dear ofiKce true ! 
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Ocean, men's jiath and their divider too, 
No fain>i- shrine of memory and hope 
To the u 11. ts^r world adon-n thy westering (tlope 
E'er Taiiislu'ii, or whom sm-U regreta pursue: 
Smooth ;J1 thy surges iw when Jove to Crete 
Swam witii less costly bitrthen, and prepare 
A pathu'itv tuoe' --ooiDing soon 

With golden ui i a» preet 

The priutloss su of the moon 

And tempt the iiise to dare ! 
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ON AN AUTUMN SKETCH OF H. G. WILD 

Thanks to the artist, ever on my wall 
The sunset stays : that hill in glory rolled, 
Those trees and clouds in crimson and in gold, 
Bum on, nor cool when evening's shadows fall. 
Not round these splendors Midnight wraps her 

pall; 
These leaves the flush of Autumn's vintage hold 
In Winter's spite, nor can the Northwind bold 
Deface my chapel's western window small : 
On one, ah me I October struck his frost. 
But not repaid him with those Tyrian hues ; 
His naked boughs but tell him what is lost. 
And parting comforts of the sun refuse : 
His heaven is bare, — ah, were its hollow crost 
Even with a cloud whose light were yet to lose I 

Jpra, 1854. 



TO MISS D. T. 

CSS HER QTVJNQ MB A DBAWDTO OF LrTTLB 8TBEBT 

ARABS. 

As, cleansed of Tiber's and Oblivion's slime, 

Glow Famesina's vaults with shapes again 

That dreamed some exiled artist from his pain 

Back to his Athens and the Muse's clime, 

So these world-orphaned waifs of Want and Crime, 

Purged by Art's absolution from the stain 

Of the polluting city-flood, regain 
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Ideal grace secure from taint of time* 
An Attic frieze you give, a pictured song ; 
For as with words the poet paints, for you 
The happy pencil at its labor sings^ 
Stealing his privilege, nor does him wrong. 
Beneath the false discovering the true. 
And Beauty's best in unregarded things. 



WITH A COPY OF AUCASSIN AND NICO- 

LETE 

Leaves fit to have been poor Jidiet's cradle-rhyme, 
With gladness of a heart long quenched in mould 
They vibrate still, a nest not yet grown cold 
From its fledged burthen. The numb hand of Time 
Vainly his glass turns ; here is endless prime ; 
Here lips their roses keep and lochs their gold ; 
Here Love in pristine innocency bold 
Speaks what our grosser conscience makes a crime. 
Because it tells the dream that all have known 
Once in their lives, and to life's end the few ; 
Because its seeds o'er Memory's desert blown 
Spring up in heartsease such as Eden knew ; 
Because it hath a beauty all its oym^ 
Dear Friend, I plucked this herb of grace for you. 
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ON PLANTING A TREE AT INVERARAY 

Who does his duty is a question 
Too complex to be solved by me, 
But he, I venture the suggestion, 
Does part of his that plants a tree. 

For after he is dead and buried, 
And epitaphed, and well forgot. 
Nay, even his shade by Charon ferried 
To — let us not inquire to what. 

His deed, its author long outliving. 
By Nature's mother-care increased. 
Shall stand, his verdant almoner, giving 
A kindly dole to man and beast. 

The wayfarer, at noon reposing. 
Shall bless its shadow on the grass. 
Or sheep beneath it huddle, dozing 
Until the thundergust o'erpass. 

The owl, belated in his plundering. 
Shall here await the friendly night. 
Blinking whene'er he wakes, and wondering 
What fool it was invented light. 

Hither the busy birds shall flutter, 
With the light timber for their nests, 
And, pausing from their labor, utter 
The morning sunshine in their breasts. 
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What though his memory shall have yanished, 
Since the good deed he did surviyes ? 
It is not wholly to be banished 
Thus to be part of many lives. 

Gb*ow, then, my foster-child, and strengthen, 
Bough over bough, a murmurous pile. 
And, as your stately stem shall lengthen, 
So may the statelier of Argyll I 

1880. 



AN EPISTLE TO GEORGE WILLIAM CURTIS 

** De prodome, 
Des qn^il s^atome a grant bonte 
Ja n'iert tot dit ne tot conte, 
Qae leing^e ne pnet pas retraire 
Tant d^enor com prodom set f aire." 

Crrstikk db Tboibs, 
Li Romans dou Chevalier au I^fon, 784-788^ 
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CuBTis, whose Wit, with Fancy arm in arm. 
Masks half its muscle in its skill to charm. 
And who so gently can the Wrong expose 
As sometimes to make converts, never foes, 
Or only such as good men must expect. 
Knaves sore with conscience of their own defect, 
I come with mild remonstrance. Ere I start, 
A kindlier errand interrupts my heart. 
And I must utter, though it vex your ears. 
The love, the honor, felt so many years. 
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Curtis, skilled equally with voice and pen 

To stir the hearts or mould the minds of men, — 

That voice whose music, for I 've heard you sing 

Sweet as Casella, can with passion ring, 

That pen whose rapid ease ne'er trips with haste. 

Nor scrapes nor sputters, pointed with good taste, 

first Steele's, thenOoldsmith's, next it came to you. 

Whom Thackeray rated best of all our crew, — 

Had letters kept you, every wreath were yours ; 

Had the World tempted, all its chariest doors 

Had swung on flattered hinges to admit 

Such high-bred manners, such good-natured wit ; 

At courts, in senates, who so fit to serve ? 

And both invited, but you would not swerve, 

All meaner prizes waiving that you might 

In civic duty spend your heat and light. 

Unpaid, untrammelled, with a sweet disdain 

Refusing posts men grovel to attain. 

Good Man all own you ; what is left me, then. 

To heighten praise with but Good Citizen ? 

But why this praise to make you blush and stare^ 

And give a backache to your Easy-Chair ? 

Old Crestien rightly says no language can 

Express the worth of a true Gentleman, 

And I agree ; but other thoughts deride 

My first intent, and lure my pen aside. 

Thinking of you, I see my firelight glow 

On other faces, loved from long ago. 

Dear to us both, and all these loves combine 

With this I send and crowd in every line ; 

Fortune with me was in such generous mood 
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That all my friends were yours, and all were 

good; 
Three generations come when one I call. 
And the fair grandame, youngest of them all. 
In her own Florida who found and sips 
The fount that fled from Ponce*s longing lips. 
How bright they rise and wreathe my hearthstone 

round, 
Divine my thoughts, reply without a sound. 
And with them many a shape that memory sees. 
As dear as they, but crowned with aureoles these ! 
What wonder if, with protest in my thought. 
Arrived, I find 't was only love I brought? 
I came with protest ; Memory barred the road 
Till I repaid you half the debt I owed. 

No, 't was not to bring laurels that I came. 
Nor woidd you wish it, daily seeing fame, 
(Or our cheap substitute, unknown of yore,) 
Dumped like a load of coal at every door. 
Mime and hetaera getting equal weight 
With him whose toils heroic saved the State. 
But praise can harm not who so calmly met 
Slander's worst word, nor treasured up the debt. 
Knowing, what all experience serves to show. 
No mud can soil us but the mud we throw. 
You have heard harsher voices and more loud. 
As all must, not sworn liegemen of the crowd. 
And far aloof your silent mind could keep 
As when, in heavens with winter-midnight deep. 
The perfect moon hangs thoughtful, nor can know 
What hounds her lucent calm drives mad below. 
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But to my business, while you rub your eyes 

And wonder how you ever thought me wise. 

Dear friend and old, they say you shake your head 

And wish some bitter words of mine imsaid : 

I wish they might be, — there we are agreed ; 

I hate to speak, still more what makes the need ; 

But I must utter what the voice within 

Dictates, for acquiescence dumb were sin ; 

I blurt ungrateful truths, if so they be. 

That none may need to say them after me. 

'T were my felicity could I attain 

The temperate zeal that balances your brain ; 

But nature still o'erleaps reflection's plan. 

And one must do his service as he can. 

Think you it were not pleasanter to speak 

Smooth words that leave unflushed the brow and 

cheek? 
To sit, well-dined, with cynic smile^ unseen 
In private box, spectator of the scene 
Where men the comedy of life rehearse, 
Idly to judge which better and which worse 
Each hireling actor spoiled his worthless part? 
Were it not sweeter with a careless heart, 
In happy commune with the untainted brooks. 
To dream all day, or, walled with silent books. 
To hear nor heed the World's unmeaning noise. 
Safe in my fortress stored with lifelong joys ? 

I love too well the pleasures of retreat 
Safe from the crowd and cloistered from the street ; 
The fire that whispers its domestic joy. 
Flickering on walls that knew me still a boy. 
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And knew my saintly father ; the full days. 

Not careworn from the world's soul-squandering 

ways, 
Calm days that loiter with snow-silent tread, 
Nor break my commune with the undying dead ; 
Truants of Time, to-morrow like to-day, 
That come unbid, and claimless glide away 
By shelves that sun them in the indulgent Past, 
Where Spanish castles, even, were built to last. 
Where saint and sage their silent vigil keep. 
And wrong hath ceased or sung itself to sleep. 
Dear were my walks, too, gathering fragrant store 
Of Mother Nature's simple-minded lore : 
I learned all weather-signs of day or night ; 
No bird but I could name him by his flight. 
No distant tree but by his shape was known, 
Or, near at hand, by leaf or bark alone. 
This learning won by loving looks I hived 
As sweeter lore than all from books derived* 
I know the charm of hillside, field, and wood. 
Of lake and stream, and the sky's downy brood. 
Of roads sequestered rimmed with sallow sod. 
But friends with hardback, aster, goldenrod, 
Or succory keeping summer long its trust 
Of heaven-blue fleckless from the eddying dust : 
These were my earliest friends, and latest too. 
Still unestranged, whatever fate may do. 
For years I had these treasures, knew their worth, 
Estate most real man can have on earth. 
I sank too deep in this soft-stuffed repose 
That hears but rumors of earth's wrongs and woes ; 
Too well these Capuas could my muscles waste, 
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Not void of toils, but toils of choice and taste ; 

These still had kept me could I but have quelled 

The Puritan drop that in my veins rebelled. 

But there were times when silent were my books 

As jailers are, and gave me sullen looks, 

When verses palled, and even the woodland path, 

By innocent contrast, fed my heart with wrath. 

And I must twist my little gift of words 

Into a scourge of rough and knotted cords 

Unmusical, that whistle as they swing 

To leave on shameless backs their purple sting. 

How slow Time comes ! Gone, who so swift as he 7 

Add but a year, 't is half a century 

Since the slave's stifled moaning broke my sleep. 

Heard 'gainst my will in that seclusion deep. 

Haply heard louder for the silence there, 

And so my fancied safeguard made my snare. 

After that moan had sharpened to a cry. 

And a cloud, hand-broad then, heaped all our sky 

With its stored vengeance, and such thunders 

stirred 
As heaven's and earth's remotest chambers heard, 
I looked to see an ampler atmosphere 
By that electric passion-gust blown clear. 
I looked for this ; consider what I see — 
But I forbear, 't woidd please nor you nor me 
To check the items in the bitter list 
Of all I coimted on and all I mist. 
Only three instances I choose from all. 
And each enough to stir a pigeon's gall : 
Office a fund for ballot-brokers made 
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To pay the drudges of their gainful traJt» ; 

Our cities taught what conquered cities feel 

By sediles chosen that they might safely steal ; 

And gold, however got, a title fair 

To such respect as only gold can bear. 

I seem to see this ; how shall I gainsay 

What all our journals tell me every day ? 

Poured our young martyrs their high-hearted 

blood 
That we might trample to congenial mud 
The soil with such a legacy sublimed ? 
Methinks an angry scorn is here well-timed : 
Where find retreat ? How keep reproach at bay? 
Where'er I turn some scandal fouls the way. 

Dear friend, if any man I wished to please, 
'T were surely you whose humor's honied ease 
Flows flecked with gold of thought, whose gener — . 

ous mind 
Sees Paradise regained by all mankind. 
Whose brave example still to vanward shines. 
Checks the retreat, and spurs our lagging lines. 
Was I too bitter ? Who his phrase can choose 
That sees the life-blood of his dearest ooze ? 
I loved my Country so as only they 
Who love a mother fit to die for may ; 
I loved her old renown, her stainless fame, — 
What better proof than that I loathed her shame T 
That many blamed me could not irk me long. 
But, if you doubted, must I not be wrong ? 
'T is not for me to answer : this I know. 
That man or race so prosperously low 
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Sunk in success that wrath they cannot feel. 
Shall taste the spurn of parting Fortune*s heel ; 
For never land long lease of empire won 
Whose sons sate silent when base deeds were done. 

POSTSCRIPT, 1887. 

Curtis, so wrote I thirteen years ago, 

Tost it unfinished by, and left it so ; 

Found lately, I have pieced it out, or tried, 

Since time for callid juncture was denied. 

Some of the verses pleased me, it is true. 

And still were pertinent, — those honoring you. 

These now I offer : take them, if you will, 

Like the old hand-grasp, when at Shady Hill 

We met, or Staten Island, in the days 

When life was its own spur, nor needed praise. 

If once you thought me rash, no longer fear ; 

Past my next mUestone waits my seventieth year. 

I mount no longer when the trumpets call ; 

My battle-harness idles on the wall. 

The spider's castle, camping-ground of dust. 

Not without dints, and all in front, I trust. 

Shivering sometimes it calls me as it hears 

Afar the charge's tramp and clash of spears ; 

But 't is such murmur only as might be 

The sea-shell's lost tradition of the sea. 

That makes me muse and wonder Where ? and 

When? 
While from my cliff I watch the waves of men 
That climb to break midway their seeming gain, 
And think it triumph if they shake their chain. 
Little I ask of Fate ; will she refuse 
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Some duys of reooDoilement with the Muse? 
I take biy reed again and blow it free 
Of dusty silence, murmuring, " Sing to me I " 
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I muse upon the margin of the sea, 
Our common pathway to the new To Be, 
Watching the sails, that lessen more and more, 
Of good and beautiful embarked before ; 
With bits of wreck I patch the boat shall bear 
Me to that unexhausted Otherwhere, 
Whose friendly-peopled shore I sometimes see. 
By soft mirage uplifted, beckon me. 
Nor sadly hear, as lower sinks the sun. 
My moorings to the past snap one by one. 
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Dearer because, so high beyond my scope, 
My life grew rich with her, onbribed by hope 
Of other guerdon save to think she knew 
One grateful votary paid her all her due ; 
Happy if she, high-radiant there, resigned 
To his sure trust her image in his mind. 
O fairer even than Peace is when she comes 
Hushing War's tumult, and retreating drums 
Fade to a murmur like the sough of bees 
Hidden among the noon-stilled linden-trees, 
Bringer of quiet, thou that canst allay 
The dust and din and travail of the day, 
Strewer of Silence, Giver of the dew 
That doth our pastures and our souls renew. 
Still dwell remote, still on thy shoreless sea 
Float unattained in silent empery, 
Still light my thoughts, nor listen to a prayer 
Would make thee less imperishably fair ! 

n. 

Can, then, my twofold nature find content 

In vain conceits of airy blandishment? 

Ask I no more ? Since yesterday I task 

My storm-strewn thoughts to tell me what I ask : 

Faint premonitions of mutation strange 

Steal o'er my perfect orb, and, with the change, 

Myself am changed ; the shadow of my earth 

Darkens the disk of that celestial worth 

Which only yesterday could still suffice 

Upwards to waft my thoughts in sacrifice ; 

My heightened fancy with its touches warm 
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Moulds to a woman's that ideal form ; 

Nor yet a woman's wholly, but divine 

With awe her purer essence bred in mine. 

Was it long brooding on their own surmise, 

Which, of the eyes engendered, fools the eyes, 

Or have I seen through that translucent air 

A Presence shaped in its seclusions bare, 

My Goddess looking on me from above 

As look our russet maidens when they love. 

But high-uplifted o'er our human heat 

And passion-paths too rough for her pearl feet? 

Slowly the Shape took outline as I gazed 
At her full-orbed or crescent, till, bedazed 
With wonder-working light that subtly wrought 
My brain to its own substance, steeping thought 
In trances such as poppies give, I saw 
Things shut from vision by sight's sober law. 
Amorphous, changeful, but defined at last 
Into the peerless Shape mine eyes hold fast. 
This, too, at first I worshipt : soon, like wine, 
Her eyes, in mine poured, f renssy-philtred mine ; 
Passion put Worship's priestly raiment on 
And to the woman knelt, the Goddess gone. . 
Was I, then, more than mortal made ? or she 
Less than divine that she might mate with me? 
If mortal merely, could my nature cope 
With such o'ermastery of maddening hope ? 
If Goddess, could she feel the blissful woe 
That women in their self -surrender know ? 
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Long she abode aloof there in her heaven. 
Far as the grape-bunch of the Plqiad seven 
Beyond my madness' utmost leap ; but here 
Mine eyes have feigned of late her rapture near. 
Moulded of mind-mist that broad day dispels, 
Here in these shadowy woods and brook-lulled dells. 

Have no heaven-habitants e'er felt a void 

In hearts sublimed with ichor unalloyed? 

E'er longed to mingle with a mortal fate 

Intense with pathos of its briefer date 7 

Could she partake, and live, our human stains ? 

Even with the thought there tingles through my 

veins 
Sense of unwarned renewal ; I, the dead. 
Receive and house again the ardor fled. 
As once Alcestis ; to the ruddy brim 
Feel masculine virtue flooding every limb. 
And life, like Spring returning, brings the key 
That sets my senses from their winter free. 
Dancing like naked fauns too glad for shame. 
Her passion, purified to palest flame. 
Can it thus kindle? Is her purpose this? 
I will not argue, lest I lose a bliss 
That makes me dream Tithonus' fortune mine, 
(Or what of it was palpably divine 
Ere came the fruitlessly immortal gift ;) 
I cannot curb my hope's imperious drift 
That wings with fire my dull mortality ; 
Though fancy-f orged, 't is all I feel or see. 



^I^^HBH 


152 HEARTSEASE 


AND RUE 






IV. 




My Goddess 


sinks ; ro 


und Latmos* darkening brow 


Trembles tlio parting 


jfher 


presence now. 


Faint as tlii.^ 


I>erfuji"' 


«ft .. 


""■ the gross 


By her limb 


'prea 






et ttiat pass J 


By me conji. 


itured 






ired sit ■ 


As things I Umch 1 






batouee show. V 


Was it mine 


oyes' it 






lave seen 


Flit with th 


luoonbt. 






m shade to sheen 


Through tht 
Oiit nf her 1 


wood^ope 
paven new 


Uiugi 

-li^h 


«U. 


S'ay, I see her now 
from her brow 



Til.. I,;iir liivz, 


-s.-;itU'ml. like l.ios.^ inisls that hlow 


,\.r.i.» li,i- nv 


,-mt. irc.llraiii- as thcv so 


iii^-i,-kirik,i r, 


■ tk,. rh,i»... ami what was shown. 


Of l,i:,i,l,n lull 


hnv. liki. th.- i„s,. lialfJJown. 


If .1iv:llii, tinil 


ival : It a visi stay ! 


Tilt,- ll,„H,il »1 


ijio. my [ikiltrv's s|ifll ohov I 


If l.;.-< .if.-l 


til,.,, fn.in thy s,.,.,.et sky ' 


Will, i;ni,«n,i» 


iii,.aiitati,.iis. wliv not I, 


Wl„«,. „„|v ,„ 


si,, is that I ,li,til 


A i.ill.iii. Iil.iit 


of pssioti, thouBht, aii,l will, 


l>„l...r i„ ,,.»,. 


. in tot,.,, of fat,, more i.i,.li, 


Tl„m .■■„ „.», 


i,i,.o M-rnng l.y Thi-ssalian witch 




liaiitolhcrhs, — a].,.ti,m hrowoil 


Of i]iv l..»l lif. 


i,i i.a,.h ilivii,,.,. iuo„,l ■' 


Mvsvif tin, >IK 


,. am, mys,.lf the howl 


Srtliiiis iiiiil n 


aatliaj with mv soal of s,ml. 


T;i«to a.1,1 !,■ Ii 


mianiz,.,! : what thmiKl, tlm cap. 


With lliv lijK 1 


■,.,.7.k.,l, shatt,.,.' D.ink it IIP 1 


It l.i.t tl.osf iir 


IS mav ,.|as]i, i>',.i.,jiiiti.,l so. 


My worlil, tliv 


loavoit, all lifo lacaiis 1 shall know. 



ENDYMJON 158 



V. 

Sure she hath heard my prayer and granted half, 

As Gods do who at mortal madness laugh. 

Yet if life's solid things illusion seem, 

Why may not substance wear the mask of dream ? 

In sleep she comes ; she visits me in dreams. 

And, as her image in a thousand streams. 

So in my veins, that her obey, she sees. 

Floating and flaming there, her images 

Bear to my little world's remotest zone 

Glad messages of her, and her alone. 

With silence-sandalled Sleep she comes to me, 

(But softer-footed, sweeter-browed, than she,) 

In motion gracious as a seagull's wing. 

And aU her bright limbs, moving, seem to sing. 

Let me believe so, then, if so I may 

With the night's bounty feed my beggared day. 

In dreams I see her lay the goddess down 

With bow and quiver, and her crescent-crown 

Flicker and fade away to dull eclipse 

As down to mine she deigns her longed-for lips ; 

And as her neck my happy arms enfold. 

Flooded and lustred with her loosened gold. 

She whispers words each sweeter than a kiss : 

Then, wakened with the shock of sudden bliss, 

My arms are empty, my awakener fled. 

And, silent in the silent sky o'erhead, 

But coldly as on ice-plated snow, she gleams, 

Herself the mother and the child of dreams. 
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How l.ia.i..|i a-ain ii.y statue vir^in-l imbed. 


Soileii with the iiiffnse-snioke lii'r cbosen priest 


I'.n.n.l ninr.' piofiis.-lv as wilbi.i di-.Teascd 


Th.- iHf i.ne:u(l.lv. f.'d wilii enals from far 


Wilbiii tin. -OKI's slnniu-? Could iriy fallen star 


He set ill hfavcn a^aiii bv ]»ravers and tears 


Ami .luenrhU... sac-rifiro of all my years. 


How would the victim to (he Hameii leap. 


And life for life's redemption 


paid hold elieap ! 



1 



Itut what re-ourec when she herself descends 
Front her blue throne, and o'er her vassal bends 
That shape lhriee^k■ificd by love, those eyes 
Wherein tlie Lethe of all othoia lies ? 
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When mj white queen of heaven's remoteness 

tires, 
Herself against her other self conspires, 
Takes woman's nature, walks in mortal ways. 
And finds in my remorse her beauty's praise ? 
Yet all would I renounce to dream again 
The dream in dreams fulfilled that made my 

pain. 
My noble pain that heightened all my years 
With crowns to win and prowess-breeding tears ; 
Nay, would that dream renounce once more to see 
Her from her sky there looking down at me I 

vn. 

Groddess, reclimb thy heaven, and be once more 

An inaccessible splendor to adore, 

A faith, a hope of such transcendent worth 

As bred ennobling discontent with earth ; 

Give back the longing, back the elated mood 

That, fed with thee, spumed every meaner good ; 

Give even the spur of impotent despair 

That, without hope, still bade aspire and dare ; 

Give back the need to worship, that still pours 

Down to the soul the virtue it adores ! 

Nay, brightest and most beautiful, deem naught 
These frantic words, the reckless wind of thought ; 
Still stoop, still grant, — I live but in thy will ; 
Be what thou wilt, but be a woman still I 
Vainly I cried, nor could myself believe 
That what I prayed for I would fain receive. 
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My moon is set ; my vision set with her ; 
No more can worship vain my pulses stir. 
Goddess Triform. I own thy triple spell, 
My heavi<n's queen, — queeu, too, of my earth aa^ J 
heU! 



on the bar. 
rather the gray 
i to bleach 
r on the crest of 1 



At Carn:u^ in Britti 
They show you a ehi 
IJHk of :i (load one. Ifci 
With t!ic wreok lying 

l»-;u'h. 
i;i>ol]<>ss iLThl splintcml witli tlnuKhT-stonc. 
■Mia lirli..ii-l,liirrv,l ^TavfstHii.'s all ali.ne ; 
"!' is till' kiiul of mill straiii^e sij;lil-i to see 
TJLiit liiav havo ttit-ir li-achin-' for vou and me. 



S.iiii.diin- likp this, then, mv -ni.lt- Imil to t.^ll. 
I'.'ivli,-,! on a saint era.-ke,l iirn^s ^vU■n ho foil : 
Hut siiioo 1 iiiii,']it t-JNiiu't; f^ivo his incaning 

H-ronch, 
Ho talkin- ]mj,of'>ls and I En-Hsli-French. 
1 '11 ]iiit whiit ho told mo. ]irosorviiig fhi' tone. 
In a iliyinod prcso that Mi:.kos it half his. h.nlf 



An al>I.cy-olinroh stood h 
IJiiiit as a doath-Lud atou 



lent for criiuc: 
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'T was for somebody's sins, I know not whose ; 
Bat sinners are plenty, and yon can choose. 
Though a cloister now of the dusk-winged bat, 
'Twas rich enough once, and the brothers grew 

fat, 
Looser in girdle and purpler in jowl, 
Singing good rest to the founder's lost souL 

Sut one day came Northmen, and lithe tongues of 

fire 
Xiapped up the chapter-house, licked off the spire, 
And left all a rubbish-heap, black and dreary, 
Where only the wind sings miserere. 

Ho priest has kneeled since at the altar's foot, 
Whose crannies are searched by the nightshade's 

root, 
^or sound of service is ever heard, 
^Except from throat of the unclean bird. 
Hooting to unassoiled shapes as they pass 
In midnights unholy his witches' mass. 
Or shouting " Ho I ho 1 " from the belfry high 
As the Devil's sabbath-train whirls by. 

Sut once a year, on the eve of AU-Souls, 
Through these arches dishallowed the organ rolls, 
I*ingers long fleshless the bell-ropes work, 
The chimes peal muffled with sea-mists mirk, 
The skeleton windows are traced anew 
On the baleful flicker of corpse-lights blue, 
And the ghosts must come, so the legend saith. 
To a preaching of Beverend Doctor Death. 
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Abbots, monks, barons, and ladies fair 

Hear the dull summons and gather there : 

No rustle of silk now, no clink of mail. 

Nor ever a one greets his churoh-mate pale ; 

No knight whispers love in the chatelaine^s ear, 

His next-door neighbor this five-hundred year ; 

No monk has a sleek benedicite 

For the great lord shadowy now as he ; 

Nor needeth any to hold his breath. 

Lest he lose the least word of Doctor Death. 

He chooses his text in the Book Divine, 

Tenth verse of the Preacher in chapter nine : — 

^^ ^ Whatsoever thy hand shall find thee to do, 

That do with thy whole might, or thou shalt rue ; 

For no man is wealthy, or wise, or brave. 

In that quencher of might-be*s and would-beX thfi 

grave.' 
Bid by the Bridegroom, * To-morrow,* ye said. 
And To-morrow was digging a trench for your 

bed; 
Ye said, ^ God can wait ; let us finish our wine ; ' 
Ye had wearied Him, fools, and that last knock 

was mine 1 " 

But I can't pretend to give you the sermon, 
Or say if the tongue were French, Latin, or Ger- 
man ; 
Whatever he preached in, I give you my word 
The meaning was easy to all that heard ; 
Famous preachers there have been and be. 
But never was one fio convincing as he ; 
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So blunt was never a begging friar, 

No Jesuit's tongue so barbed with fire, 

Cameronian never, nor Methodist, 

Wrung gall out of Scripture with such a twist. 

And would you know who his hearers must be ? 
I tell you just what my guide told me : 
Excellent teaching men have, day and night. 
From two earnest friars, a black and a white. 
The Dominican Death and the Carmelite Life ; 
And between these two there is never strife, 
For each has his separate office and station. 
And each his own work in the congregation ; 
Whoso to the white brother deafens his ears. 
And cannot be wrought on by blessings or tears, 
Awake in his coffin must wait and wait. 
In that blackness of darkness that means too 

late^ 
And come once a year, when the ghost-bell toUs, 
As till Doomsday it shall on the eve of All-Souls, 
To hear Doctor Death, whose words smart with the 

brine 
Of the Preacher, the tenth verse of chapter nine. 



AECADIA REDIVIVA 

I, WALKING the familiar street. 

While a crammed horse-car jingled through it, 
Was lifted from my prosy feet 

And in Arcadia ere I knew it. 
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Fresh award for pitvel Boothwl my tread. 

Ami shepherd's pipps my ear delighted 
The riddle may be lijfhtly read : 

I met two lovers newly plighted. 

They murmured by in happy care, 



New jilans i 

Jast as the mo. 

O'er Mistres. 



deruing, 

nsive stare, 
pines was rising, 

Astarte, Imown n: BBCore years, 

Mc to no speeciiieEL gture urges ; 
Them ill Elyflium she eii plieres, 

(Jtiucn. fnun of old. of thiiuniiitiirf^es. 



Tho railiii;,-. ,.iit f,>rth hud and ld..oin. 

Till' h-u^r-ffi.nts all with mvrtli's twine them. 
Aii.l li.i;lit-wiuj:vd Lnv.'s in vvi-rx room 

Makr Tif^t-;. .-iiid then with kissvs line them. 

() s\v,...|nf-^ of uiita'^to.l lifu! 

() iIiTMiii. its own suiircmL' fnlfilnicntl 
Olmiir-uitli all illusion rifo, 

A- iiv tlif heart dtvim^d what ill meant ! 

■■ /-:/ ';,<,:■ sl-W^] I toniysrlf, 

Aii-I -linv,. somi.' vain rv,'n-ts to bridle, 
"Tlh.ML-li n..w laid dii-tv on tlif, shelf, 

Wa-luioonceof suehanldyi: 



•'An idvl ,.v-T nowlvsw 
Alih.m^dL since Ada 



et. 



reeited, 
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Whose measures time them to Lovers feet, 
Whose sense is every ill requited." 

Maiden, if I may counsel, drain 

Each drop of this enchanted season, 
For even our honeymoons must wane, 

Convicted of green cheese by Reajson. 

And none will seem so safe from change. 

Nor in such skies benignant hover, 
As this, beneath whose witchery strange 

You tread on rose-leaves with your lover. 

The glass unfilled all tastes can fit, 
As round its brim Conjecture dances ; 

For not Mephisto's self hath wit 
To draw such vintages as Fancy's. 

When our pulse beats its minor key. 

When play-time halves and school-time doubles. 
Age fiUs the cup with serious tea. 

Which once Dame Clicquot starred with bubbles. 

" Fie, Mr. Graybeard ! Is this wise ? 

Is this the moral of a poet, 
Who, when the plant of Eden dies. 

Is privileged once more to sow it? 

« That herb of cky^isdaining root, 
From stars secreting what it feeds on. 

Is burnt-out passion's slag and soot 
Fit soil to strew its dainty seeds on ? 
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" Pray, why. if tn Aivadia onoe. 

Need ooe so soon Forget the way there? 

Or why, oDce there, be such a dunce 
As Hot contentedly to stay there?" 



Dear child, 't w 
And from mj 

Who makes the 
For cummenta 



""7 jest, 
) the cynk 
e a nest 
rabhiuio. 



If Love his simple 

Life with ideal e^o 4j tter. 
The Grail itself were cnw^^ry eheap 

■\\, I-:vtTv-.lay's o 



keep, 

^ter, 
7 ehe; 
ii-Iilatter. 



Oil.' T):iil>y !•<(.. mcxv.llkn.wn. 

Wli... as thr lu-ailii LrUvfi^n tliciti blazes, 
S,.i.sll,r.,l.l motmli-Iit >.!iini> .m .I<.;m. 

A.i.llli.il iiri- yomliwanHii its liazfs. 

Id' nilis [ii^ s]>i'<'tai'lps, lie staror^, — 

"T i> 111.' ^:iiiii' fare that wil.'lu'.! liim earlyl 

IK' m--|"- fni- Ills n'mainiii- hairs. — 
Is tliisa ll,'ri'L' that fwls so cTirlv ? 



o.i 1 



s '. liiit now 't was wiTitor gray, 
ars !iad iimro l!i;in pK'iitv ; 
safnni: T isMav! 
.-liiMcs! 1 amtwVtitv! 



•■Ci.Tii,., .: 
Th^ lai 



■ "11 walk the ; 
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How confident the roses bloom, 
As if it ne'er could be December I 



*' Nor more it shall, while in your eyes 
My heart its summer heat recovers, 
And you, howe'er your mirror lies. 
Find your old beauty in your lover's. 
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THE NEST 

MAY 

When oaken woods with buds ai*e pink. 
And new-come birds each morning sing. 

When fickle May on Summer's brink 
Pauses, and knows not which to fling, 

Whether fresh bud and bloom again. 

Or hoar-frost silvering hill and plain. 

Then from the honeysuckle gray 
The oriole with experienced quest 

Twitches the fibrous bark away. 
The cordage of his hammock-nest. 

Cheering his labor with a note 

Rich as the orange of his throat. 

High o'er the loud and dusty road 
The soft gray cup in safety swings, 

To brim ere August with its load 

Of downy breasts and throbbing wings. 

O'er which the friendly elm-tree heaves 

An emerald roof with sculptured eaves. 




Btlow, the noisy WotH dregH by 
Id tbe oM way, bec^auitc it must, 

The bride with heartbreak in her eye. 
The mouroer folloM'iug hated dust: 

Thy duty, wiDgcd flame of Spring, 

la but to lov — -" "- ind Bing. 



Oh, happy and sway 

Above tlie irtals led. 

Singing the merr ths away, 

M:uitcr, not slave laily bread. 

And, when the Autmu.i cornea, to Q 

WliiMuviT siinsihiiie becbons thee ! 



Lilii' Mime lorn aW>i>y now, the wood 
Sl:iiiits r<...Hrss in tW IiitUT air; 

In niin-; .m its ti...>r is strnwo.l 

'I'lif •■nrvL'ii folia;;)' quaint ami rare, 

Aiul liMiiR.lrss uiiid-i ionii>Iaiii aioii- 

'n„. , ulnH,ii,.,t ,Uoi,- o.a-o tl.riUod with song. 

Ami tlioiT. <!i>ar lust, wh'-iu-o jov and praise 
Tl... ll,aid;ful orioli- us,.i to pour. 

Swiiu;\t viiiplv whik- the uorili winds cliase 
'Vh'n- Mi.>«y swarms fiorii Labrador: 

Bat, loval U.IW ]i:ip].v past. 

I lov,- iIkv still for wh'at thou wast. 

Ah. whrii thrSniiinu'rKrac'sflw 

From other nosts moru doar than thou. 
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And, where June crowded once, I see 

Only bare trunk and disleaved bough ; 
When sprmgs of life that gleamed and gushed 
Run chilled, and slower, and are hushed ; 

When our own branches, naked long, 
The vacant nests of Spring betray, 

Nurseries of passion, love, and song 
That vanished as our year grew gray ; 

When Life drones o'er a tale twice told 

O'er embers pleading with the cold, — 

I 'U trust, that, like the birds of Spring, 
Our good goes not without repair, 

But only flies to soar and sing 
Far off m some diviner air. 

Where we shall find it in the calms 

Of that fair garden 'neath the palms. 



TOXJTHFUL EXPERIMENT IN ENGLISH 

HEXAMETERS 

IMPRESSIONS OF HOMEB 

>M£TIM£8 come pauses of calm, when the rapt 
bard, holding his heart back, 

irer his deep mind muses, as when o'er awe- 
stricken ocean 

>ifles a heapt cloud luridly, ripening the gale and 
the thunder ; 

ow rolls onward the verse with a long swell heav- 
ing and swinging, 



166 HEARTSEASE AND RUE 

Seeming to wait till, gradually widening from far- 
off horizons, 
Piling the deeps up, heaping the glad -hearted 

surges before it, 
Grathers the thought as a strong wind darkening 

and cresting the tumult. 
Then every pause, every heave, each trough in the 

waves, has its meaning ; 
Full-sailed, forth like a tall ship steadies the theme, 

and around it, 
Leaping beside it in glad streng^, running in wild 

glee beyond it, 
Harmonies billow exulting and floating the soul 

where it lists them. 
Swaying the listener's fantasy hither and thither 

like drif tweed. 



BIRTHDAY VERSES 

WBrrTEN IN A CHILD*S ALBUM 

'T WAS sung of old in hut and hall 
How once a king in evil hour 
Hung musing o'er his castle wall, 
And, lost in idle dreams, let fall 
Into the sea his ring of power. 

Then, let him sorrow as he might, 
And pledge his daughter and his throne 
To who restored the jewel bright, 
The broken spell would ne'er unite ; 
The grim old ocean held its own. 
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Those awful powers on man that wait, 
On man, the beggar or the king, 
To hovel bare or hall of state 
A magic ring that masters fate 
With^h succeeding birthday bring. 

f 

Therein are set four jewels rare : 
Pearl winter, summer's ruby blaze. 
Spring's emerald, and, than all more fair, 
Fall's pensive opal, doomed to bear 
A heart of fire bedreamed with haze. 

To him the simple spell who knows 
The spirits of the ring to sway. 
Fresh power with every sunrise flows. 
And royal pursuivants are those 
That fly his mandates to obey. 

But he that with a slackened will 
Dreams of things past or things to be. 
From him the charm is slipping still. 
And drops, ere he suspect the ill. 
Into the inexorable sea. 



ESTRANGEMENT 

The path from me to you that led. 
Untrodden long, with grass is grown. 

Mute carpet that his lieges spread 
Before the Prince Oblivion 

When he goes visiting the dead. 
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And who are they but who forgfit ? 

You, who my wining could b 
Ere any hint of iiic as yet 

Wanieil other ears and other eyes, 
S«e the path blurred without regret. 

But wl I windings aweet 

Vi epfl, at every spot 

That teeiB w )ry in my feet, 

Each gnu turns forget-me-not, 



bees your name repeat, j 



I'IKEBK 

E[;k ]i:ili's in H(";ivi>ii tlii' iiioniin,;; star, 
A l.inl. th<. Iniirlirst ..f its kind. ' 
il-.ai'^ Dawu-s f:,int fnolfall frnia iifar 
Wliilr iill its i„;itt", ai-.' .hmil> and Lliiid. 

It is ii wet sad-,>,.lu,v,l tl.iiii:. 
As shy i.iid s....irt ;is a ni;iid. 
Tliat, en- in ehuir tlif mliiiis rinir. 
I'i[>(s its own iimiii.' jiki; iiiie afraid. 

It •i.'.'iiij. ]iain-pi-nni[itod ti) r'']M'at 
TIl,. storv of ...i.Lu aii.'ieiLt ill, 
Itiit Pl,„l,i-: I'hah,-! sadlv sweet 
Is all it says, and tlien is still. 

It rails ami li-trns. Kattli and sky, 
Iln-lied l>v tlie patlius of iU fatu. 
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Listen : no whisper of reply 

Comes from its doom-dissevered mate. 

Phoebe I it calls and calls again, 
And Ovid, could he but have heard, 
Had hung a legendary pain 
About the memory of the bird ; 

A pain articulate so long 
In penance of some mouldered crime 
Whose ghost still flies the Furies* thong 
Down the waste solitudes of time. 

Waif of the young World's wonder-hour, 
When gods found mortal maidens fair, 
And will malign was joined with power 
Love's kindly laws to overbear, 

Like Progne, did it feel the stress 
And coil of the prevailing words 
Qose round its being, and compress 
Man's ampler nature to a bird's ? 

One only memory left of aU 
The motley crowd of vanished scenes, 
Hers, and vain impulse to recall 
By repetition what it means. 

Phoehel is all it has to say 
In plaintive cadence o'er and o'er. 
Like children that have lost their way. 
And know their names, but nothing more. 
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Is it a type, since Nature's Lyre 
Vibrates to every note in man, 
Of that insatiable desire, 
Meant to be so since life began? 

I, in strange lands at gray of dawn, 
Wakeful, have heard that fruitless plaint 
Through Memory's chambers deep withdrawn 
Renew its iterations faint. 

So nigh! yet from remotest years 
It summons back its magic, rife 
With longings unappeased, and tears 
Drawn from the very source of life. 



DAS EWIG-WEIBLICHE 

How was I worthy so divine a loss. 

Deepening my midnights, kindling all my moms? 
Why waste such precious wood to make my cross, 

Such far-sought roses for my crown of thorns? 

And when she came, how earned I such a g^? 

Why spend on me, a poor earth-delving mole. 
The fireside sweetnesses, the heavenward lift. 

The hourly mercy, of a woman's soul? 

Ah, did we know to give her all her right. 

What wonders even in our poor clay were done ! 

It is not Woman leaves us to our night, 

But our brute earth that grovels from her sun. 



THE RECALL 171 

Our nobler cultured fields and gracious domes 
We whirl too oft from her who still shines on 

To light in vain our caves and clefts, the homes 
Of night-bird instincts pained till she be gone. 

Still must this body starve our souls with shade ; 

But when Death makes us what we were before. 
Then shall her sunshine all our depths invade, 

And not a shadow stain heaven's crystal floor. 



THE RECALL 

C!oM£ back before the birds are flown. 
Before the leaves desert the tree. 
And, through the lonely alleys blown, 
Whisper their vain regrets to me 
Who drive before a blast more rude, 
The plaything of my gusty mood, 
In vain pursuing and pursued I 

Nay, come although the boughs be bare. 
Though snowflakes fledge the summer's nest, 
And in some far Ausonian air 
The thrush, your minstrel, warm his breast. 
Come, sunshine's treasurer, and bring 
To doubting flowers their faith in spring. 
To birds and me the need to sing I 
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ABSENCE 

Sleep is Death's image, — poets tell us so ; 
But Absence is the bitter self of Death, 
And, you away. Life's lips their red forego, 
Parched in an air unf reshened by your breath. 

Light of those eyes that made the light of mine. 
Where shine you? On what happier fields and 

flowers? 
Heaven's lamps renew their lustre less divine. 
But only serve to count my darkened hours. 

If with your presence went your image too. 
That brain-bom ghost my path would never cross 
Which meets me now where'er I once met you, 
Then vanishes, to multiply my loss. 



MONNA LISA 

She gave me all that woman can^ 
Nor her soul's nunnery forego, 
A confidence that man to man 
Without remorse can never show. 

Bare art, that can the sense refine 
Till not a pulse rebellious stirs. 
And, since she never can be mine. 
Makes it seem sweeter to be hers I 
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THE OPTIMIST 

Turbid from London's noise and smoke, 
Here I find air and quiet too : 
Air filtered through the beech and oak, 
Quiet by nothing harsher broke 
Than wood-dove's meditative coo. 

The Truce of God is here ; the breeze 
Bighs as men sigh relieved from care. 
Or tilts as lightly in the trees 
As might a robin : all is ease, 
With pledge of ampler ease to spare. 

Time, leaning on his scythe, forgets 
To turn the hour-glass in his hand. 
And all life's petty cares and frets. 
Its teasing hopes and weak regrets. 
Are still as that oblivious sand. 

Sepose fills all the generous space 
Of undulant plain ; the rook and crow 
Hush ; 't is as if a silent grace. 
By Nature murmured, calmed the face 
Of Heaven above and Earth below. 

From past and future toils I rest. 

One Sabbath pacifies my year ; 

I am the halcyon, this my nest ; 

And all is safely for the best 

While the World 's there and I am here. 
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So I turn torjr for the nonce. 
And think the radical a bore, 
Who cannot see, thick-witted dunce. 
That what was good for people once 
Must be as good f orevermore. 

Sun, sink no deeper down the sky ; 
Earth, never change this summer mood ; 
Breeze, loiter thus forever by, 
Stir the dead leaf or let it lie ; 
Since I am happy, all is good. 

MiDDLBTOK, Auguity 1S84. 

ON BURNING SOME OLD LETTERS 

With what odorous woods and spices 
Spared for royal sacrifices. 
With what costly gums seldnseen. 
Hoarded to embalm a queen. 
With what frankincense and myrrh. 
Bum these precious parts of her. 
Full of life and light and sweetness 
As a summer day's completeness, 
Joy of sun and song of bird 
Running wild in every word. 
Full of all the superhuman 
Grace and winsomeness of woman ? 

O'er these leaves her wrist has slid. 
Thrilled with veins where fire is hid 
'Neath the skin's pellucid veil. 
Like the opal's passion pale ; 
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This her breath has sweetened ; this 
StiU seems trembling with the kiss 
She half-ventured on my name, 
Brow and cheek and thi*oat aflame ; 
Over all caressing lies 
Sunshine left there by her eyes ; 
From them all an effluence rare 
With her nearness fills the air, 
Till the murmur I half -hear 
Of her light feet drawing near. 

Barest woods were coarse and rough. 
Sweetest spice not sweet enough. 
Too impure all earthly fire 
For this sacred funeral-pyre ; 
These rich relics must suffice 
For their own dear sacrifice. 

Seek we first an altar fit 
For such victims laid on it : 
It shall be this slab brought home 
In old happy days from Some, — 
Lazuli, once blest to line 
Dianas inmost ceU and shrine. 
Gently now I lay them there. 
Pure as Dian's forehead bare. 
Yet suffused with warmer hue. 
Such as only Latmos knew. 

Fire I gather from the sun 
In a virgin lens : 't is done t 
Mount the flames, red, yellow, blue. 




As Imt moods were shining tluonglit 
Of tiif moment's impuW bom, — 
MooiIh of sweetness, pUyful s 
lliilf (lt>&inc«, half surrender, 
More than cniol, more tlian tender, 
Flouts, carua»-A. nunshine, sliade, 
Gnu'ioas dt a maid 

luHuite in { ., 

Playing hidk> hot heart 

On the altar no< 

There they lie ing mass, 

Writhinj^ still, _„ th grief 

Wrjit tliMifr fn.mev.Ty l..:if; 
Tli^.h (lir;,,t-l,iT;iUiii- iulitiipM'.st!) 
V:iiii-liinu .',:■ wliullv uni'^sr.l. 
SiM.l.nlv M.rii,. linrs'ti:,.!, I.„.k. 
'I'r.irr.l hi li-litiun- (PI. t!ii> Mudi, 

.\im1< f,-,, liniinw.li.nira. 

.All tli.'liir tl.'V slrov,. to hi,U>. 
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In dream-Edens of our own ; 

First of lovers to invent 

Love, and teach men what it meant. 



THE PROTEST 

I COULD not bear to see those eyes 

On all with wasteful largess shine, 

And that delight of welcome rise 

Like sunshine strained through amber wine. 

But that a glow from deeper skies, 

From conscious fountains more divine. 

Is (is it ?) mine. 

Be beautiful to all mankind, 
As Nature fashioned thee to be ; 
'T would anger me did all not find 
The sweet perfection that 's in thee : 
Yet keep one charm of charms behind, — 
Nay, thou 'rt so rich, keep two or three 
For (is it ?) me I 



THE PETITION 

Oh, tell me less or tell me more. 
Soft eyes with mystery at the core. 
That always seem to meet my own 
Frankly as pansies fully grown, 
Tet waver still 'tween no and yes I 
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So swift to cavil and deny, 
Then parley with concessions shy, 
Dear eyes, that make their youth be mine 
And through my inmost shadows shine, 
Oh, tell me more or tell me less I 



FACT OR FANCY? 

In town I heai*, scarce wakened yet. 
My neighbor's clock behind the wall 
Record the day's increasing debt. 
And Cuckoo 1 Cuckoo ! faintly calL 

Our senses run in deepening grooves. 
Thrown out of which they lose their tact, 
And consciousness with effort moves 
From habit past to present fact. 

So, in the country waked to-day, 
I hear, unwitting of the change, 
A cuckoo's throb from far away 
Begin to strike, nor think it strange. 

The sound creates its wonted frame : 
My bed at home, the songster hid 
Behind the wainscoting, — all came 
As long association bid. 

Then, half aroused, ere yet Sleep's mist 
From the mind's uplands furl away, 
To the familiar sound I list. 
Disputed for by Night and Day. 
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I count to learn how late it is, 

Until, arrived at thirty-four, 

I question, ** What strange world is this 

Whose lavish hours would make me poor? " 

Cuckoo I Cuckoo I Still on it went, 
With hints of mockery in its tone ; 
How could such hoards of time be spent 
By one poor mortal's wit alone ? 

I have it I Grrant, ye kindly Powers, 

I from this spot may never stir, 

If only these uncounted hours 

May pass, and seem too short, with Her ! 

But who She is, her form and face. 
These to the world of dream belong ; 
She moves through fancy's visioned space. 
Unbodied, like the cuckoo's song. 



AGRO-DOLCE 

Oke kiss from all others prevents me. 
And sets all my pulses astir, 
And bums on my lips and torments me : 
'T is the kiss that I fain would give her. 

One kiss for all others requites me. 
Although it is never to be. 
And sweetens my dreams and invites me : 
T is the kiss that she dare not give me. 



180 HEARTSEASE AND RUE 

Ah, could it be mine, it were sweeter 
Than honey bees gamer in dream, 
Though its bliss on my lips were fleeter 
Than a swallow's dip to the stream. 

And yet, thus denied, it can never 
In the prose of life vanish away ; 
O'er my lips it must hover forever. 
The sunshine and shade of my day. 



THE BROKEN TRYST 

Walking alone where we walked together. 
When June was breezy and blue, 
I watch in the gray autumnal weather 
The leaves fall inconstant as you. 

If a dead leaf startle behind me, 
I think 't is your garment's hem. 
And, oh, where no memory could find me. 
Might I whirl away with them ! 

CASA SIN ALMA 

RECUEBDO DB MADRID 

SiLENCioso por la puerta 
Voy de su easa desierta 
Do siempre feliz entr^, 
Y la encuentro en vano abierta 
Cual la boca de una muerta 
Despues que el alma se f u^. 
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A CHRISTMAS CAROL 

FOR THE SUNDAY-SCHOOL CHILDREN OF THE GHUBGH OF 

THE DISCIPLES 

" What means this glory round our feet," 

The Magi mused, ^^ more bright than mom ? ^' 
And voices chanted clear and sweet, 

" To-day the Prince of Peace is bom ! " 

^^ What means that star," the Shepherds said, 
" That brightens through the rocky glen ? " 
And angels, answering overhead. 

Sang, " Peace on earth, good-will to men I " 

'T is eighteen hundred years and more 
Since those sweet oracles were dumb ; 

We wait for Him, like them of yore ; 
Alas, He seems so slow to come I 

But it was said, in words of gold 

No time or sorrow e'er shall dim. 
That little children might be bold 

In perfect trust to come to Him. 

All round about our feet shall shine ^ 
A light like that the wise men saw. 

If we our loving wills incline 

To that sweet Life which is the Law. 

So shall we learn to understand 
The simple faith of shepherds then. 
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And, dasping kindly hand in hand. 

Sing, *'*' Peace on earth, good-will to men I 

And they who do their souls no wrong, 
But keep at eve the faith of mom. 

Shall daily hear the angel-song, 

" To-day the Prince of Peace is bom ! '* 



»> 



MY PORTRAIT GALLERY 

Oft round my haU of portraiture I gaze, 
By Memory reared, the artist wise and holy. 
From stainless quarries of deep-buried days. 
There, as I muse in soothing melancholy, 
Your faces glow in more than mortal youth. 
Companions of my prime, now vanished wholly. 
The loud, impetuous boy, the low-voiced maiden. 
Now for the first time seen in flawless truth. 
Ah, never master that drew mortal breath 
Can match thy portraits, just and generous Death, 
Whose brush with sweet regretful tints is laden I 
Thou paintest that which struggled here below 
Half understood, or understood for woe. 
And with a sweet forewarning 
Mak'st round the sacred front an aureole glow 
Woven of that light that rose on E^ter momiiig. 
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PAOLO TO FRANCESCA 

I WAS with thee in Heaven : I cannot tell 
If years or moments, so the sudden bliss, 
When first we found, then lost, us in a kiss, 
Abolished Time, abolished Earth and Hell, 
Left only Heaven. Then from our blue there fell 
The dagger's flash, and did not fall amiss. 
For nothing now can rob my life of this, — 
That once with thee in Heaven, all else is welL 
Us, undivided when man's vengeance came, 
God's half -forgives that doth not here divide ; 
And, were this bitter whirl-blast f anged with flame. 
To me 't were summer, we being side by side : 
This granted, I God's mercy will not blame, 
For, given thy nearness, nothing is denied. 



SONNET 

SCOTTISH BORDER 

As sinks the sun behind yon alien hills 
Whose heather-purpled slopes, in glory rolled. 
Flush all my thought with momentary gold. 
What pang of vague regret my fancy thrills ? 
Here 't is enchanted ground the peasant tills, 
Where the shy ballad dared its blooms unfold. 
And memory's glamour makes new sights seem old. 
As when our life some vanished dream fulfils. 
Yet not to thee belong these painless tears, 
Land loved ere seen: before my darkened eyes. 
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From far beyond the waters and the years. 
Horizons mute that wait their poet rise ; 
The stream before me fades and disappears. 
And in the Charles the western splendor dies. 



SONNET 

ON SEIKO ASKED FOB AN AUTOGRAPH IK VEKICE 

Amid these fragments of heroic days 
When thought met deed with mutual passion's leap, 
There sits a Fame whose silent trump makes cheap 
What short-lived rumor of ourselves we raise. 
They had far other estimate of praise 
Who stamped the signet of their souls so deep 
In art and action, and whose memories keep 
Their height like stars above our misty ways : 
In this grave presence to recoi*d my name 
Something within me hangs the head and shrinks. 
Dull were the soul without some joy in fame ; 
Yet here to claim remembrance were, methinks, 
Like him who, in the desert's awful frame. 
Notches his cockney initials on the Sphinx. 



THE DANCING BEAR 

Far over Elf-land poets stretch their sway, 
And win their dearest crowns beyond the goal 
Of their own conscious purpose ; they control 
With gossamer threads wide-flown our fancy's play. 
And so our action. On my walk to^y, 
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A wallowing bear begged clumsily his toll. 
When straight a vision rose of Atta Troll, 
And scenes ideal witched mine eyes away. 
" Merciy Mossieu 1 " the astonished bear-ward cried, 
Grateful for thrice his hope to me, the slave 
Of partial memory, seeing at his side 
A bear immortal. The glad dole I gave 
Was none of mine ; poor Heine o'er the wide 
Atlantic welter stretched it from his grave. 



THE MAPLE 

The Maple puts her corals on in May, 

While loitering frosts about the lowlands ding. 

To be in tune with what the robins sing, 

Plastering new log-huts 'mid her branches gray ; 

But when the Autumn southward turns away. 

Then in her veins bums most the blood of Spring, 

And every leaf, intensely blossoming, 

Makes the year's sunset pale the set of day. 

O Youth unpi*escient, were it only so 

With trees you plant, and in whose shade reclined. 

Thinking their drifting blooms Fate's coldest snow, 

You carve dear names upon the faithful rind. 

Nor in that vernal stem the cross foreknow 

That Age shall bear, silent, yet unresigned I 



186 HEARTSEASE AND RUE 



NIGHTWATCHES 

While the slow clock, as they were miser's gold. 
Counts and recounts the momward steps of Time, 
The darkness thrills with conscience of each crime 
By Death committed, daily grown more bold. 
Once more the list of all my wrongs is told. 
And ghostly hands stretch to me from my prime 
Helpless farewells, as from an alien clime ; 
For each new loss redoubles all the old. 
This mom 't was May ; the blossoms were astir 
With southern wind ; but now the boughs are bent 
With snow instead of birds, and aU things freeze. 
How much of all my past is dumb with her. 
And of my future, too, for with her went 
Half of that world I ever cared to please I 



DEATH OF QUEEN MERCEDES 

Hers all that Earth could promise or bestow, — 

Youth, Beauty, Love, a crown, the beckoning years. 

Lids never wet, imless with joyous tears, 

A life remote from every sordid woe, 

And by a nation's swelled to lordlier flow. 

What lurking-place, thought we, for doubts or 

fears. 
When, the day's swan, she swam along the cheers 
Of the Alcala, five happy months ago ? 
The guns were shouting lo Hymen then 
That, on her birthday, now denounce her doom ; 



TO A LADY PLAYING ON THE CITHERN 187 

The same white steeds that tossed their scorn of 

men 
To^ay as proudly drag her to the tomb. 
Grim jest of fate ! Yet who dare call it blind, 
Knowing what life is, what our humankind ? 



PRISON OF CERVANTES 

Seat of all woes ? Though Nature's firm decree 
The narrowing soul with narrowing dungeon bind. 
Yet was his free of motion as the wind, 
And held both worlds, of spirit and sense, in fee. 
In charmed communion with his dual mind 
He wandered Spain, himself both knight and hind. 
Redressing wrongs he knew must ever be. 
His humor wise could see life's long deceit, 
Man's baffled aims, nor therefore both despise ; 
His knightly nature could ill fortune greet 
Like an old friend. Whose ever such kind eyes 
That pierced so deep, such scope, save his whose 

feet 
By Avon ceased 'neath the same April's skies ? 



TO A LADY PLAYING ON THE CITHERN 

So dreamy-soft the notes, so far away 

They seem to fall, the horns of Oberon 

Blow their faint Hunt's-up from the good-time gone ,* 

Or, on a morning of long-withered May, 

Larks tinkle unseen o'er Claudian arches gray. 
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That Romeward crawl from Dreamland ; and anon 

My fancy flings her cloak of Darkness on, 

To vanish from the dungeon of To-day. 

In happier times and scenes I seem to be. 

And, as her fingers flutter o'er the strings. 

The days return when I was young as she. 

And my fledged thoughts began to feel their wings 

With all Heaven's blue before them : Memory 

Or Music is it such enchantment sings? 



THE EYE'S TREASURY 

Gold of the reddening sunset, backward thrown 
In largess on my tall paternal trees. 
Thou with false hope or fear didst never tease 
His heart that hoards thee ; nor is childhood flown 
From him whose life no fairer boon hath known 
Than that what pleased him earliest still should 

please : 
And who hath incomes safe from chance as these. 
Gone in a moment, yet for life his own? 
All other gold is slave of earthward laws ; 
This to the deeps of ether takes its flight. 
And on the topmost leaves makes glorious pause 
Of parting pathos ere it yield to night : 
So linger, as from me earth's light withdraws, 
Dear touch of Nature, tremulously bright I 



{ 
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PESSIMOPTIMISM 

Ye little think what toil it was to build 
A world of men imperfect even as this, 
Where we conceive of Good by what we miss. 
Of 111 by that wherewith best days are filled ; 
A world whose every atom is self-willed, 
Whose comer-stone is propt on artifice. 
Whose joy is shorter-lived than woman's kiss, 
Whose wisdom hoarded is but to be spilled. 
Yet this is better than a life of caves. 
Whose highest art was scratching on a bone. 
Or chipping toilsome arrowheads of flint ; 
Better, though doomed to hear while Cleon raves. 
To see wit's want eterned in paint or stone, 
And wade the drain-drenched shoals of daily print. 



THE BRAKES 

What countless years and wealth of brain were 

spent 
To bring us hither from our caves and huts. 
And trace through pathless wilds the deep-worn 

ruts 
Of faith and habit, by whose deep indent 
Prudence may guide if genius be not lent, 
Genius, not always happy when it shuts 
Its ears against the plodder's if s and buts. 
Hoping in one rash leap to snatch the event. 
The coursers of the sun, whose hoofs of flame 
Consume mom's misty threshold, are exact 
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As bankers' clerks, and all this star-poised frame. 
One swerve allowed, were with convulsion rackt ; 
This world were doomed, should Dulness fail, to 

tame 
Wit's feathered heels in the stem stocks of fact. 



A FOREBODING 

What were the whole void world, if thou wert 

dead, 
Whose briefest absence can eclipse my day. 
And make the hours that danced with Time away 
Drag their funereal steps with muffled head? 
Through thee, meseems, the very rose is red, 
From thee the violet steals its breath in May, 
From thee draw life all things that grow not gray, 
And by thy force the happy stars are sped. 
Thou near, the hope of thee to overflow 
Fills all my earth and heaven, as when in Spring, 
Ere April come, the birds and blossoms know. 
And grasses brighten round her feet to cling ; 
Nay, and this hope delights all nature so 
That the dumb turf I tread on seems to sing. 



FANCY 

UNDER THE OCTOBER MAPLES 

What mean these banners spread. 

These paths with royal red 

So gaily carpeted ? 

Comes there a prince to-day ? 

Such footing were too fine 

For feet less argentine 

Than Dian's own or thine, 

Queen whom my tides obey. 

Surely for thee are meant 
These hues so orient 
That with a sultan's tent 
Each tree invites the sun ; 
Our Earth such homage pays, 
So decks her dusty ways, 
And keeps such holidays. 
For one, and only one. 

My brain shapes form and face, 
Throbs with the rhythmic grace 
And cadence of her pace 
To all fine instincts true ; 
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Her footsteps, as they pass, 
Than moonbeams over grass 
Fall lighter, — but, alas, 
More insubstantial too I 



LOVE'S CLOCK 

A PASTOBAL 

DAPHKis waiting. 

« O Dktad feet. 
Be doubly fleet. 

Timed to my heart's expectant beat 
While I await her ! 
' At four,' vowed she ; 
'T is scarcely three. 
Yet by my time it seems to be 
A good hour later I " 

CHLOE. 

'^ Bid me not stay ! 
Hear reason, pray I 
'T is striking six ! Sure never day 
Was short as this is I " 

DAPHNIS. 

" Reason nor rhyme 
Is in the chime I 

It can't be five ; I 've scarce had time 
To beg two kisses 1 " 
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BOTH. 

** Early or late, 
When lovers wait, 

And Love's watch gains, if Time a gait 
So snail-like chooses. 
Why should his feet 
Become more fleet 

Than cowards' are, when lovers meet 
And Love's watch loses ? " 



ELEANOR MAKES MACAROONS 

Light of triumph in her eyes, 
Eleanor her apron ties ; 
As she pushes back her sleeves. 
High resolve her bosom heaves. 
Hasten, cook I impel the fire 
To the pace of her desire ; 
As you hope to save your soul. 
Bring a virgin casserole, 
BrightestbSg of sUver spoons,- 
Eleanor makes macaroons ! 

Almond-blossoms, now adance 
Li the smile of Southern France, 
Leave your sport with sun and breeze, 
Think of duty, not of ease ; 
Fashion, 'neath their jerkins brown, 
Kernels white as thistle-down. 
Tiny cheeses made with cream 



194 HEARTSEASE AND RUE 

From the Galaxy's mid-stream, 
Blanched in light of honeymoons, — 
Eleanor makes macaroons ! 

Now for sugar, — nay, our plan 
Tolerates no work of man. 
Hurry, then, ye golden bees ; 
Fetch your clearest honey, please, 
Gramered on a Yorkshire moor. 
While the last larks sing and soar. 
From the heather-blossoms sweet 
Where sea-breeze and sunshine meet, 
And the Augusts mask as Junes, — 
Eleanor makes macaroons ! 

Next the pestle and mortar find. 
Pure rock-crystal, — these to grind 
Into paste more smooth than silk. 
Whiter than the milkweed's milk : 
Spread it on a rose-leaf, thus. 
Gate to please Theocritus ; 
Then the fire with spices swell. 
While, for her completer spell. 
Mystic canticles she croons, — 
Eleanor makes macaroons I 

Perfect I and all this to waste 
On a graybeard's palsied taste ! 
Poets so their verses write. 
Heap them full of life and light. 
And then fling them to the rude 
Mumbling of the multitude. 
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Not so dire her fate as theirs, 
Since her friend this gift declares 
Choicest of his birthday boons, — 
Eleanor's dear macaroons I 

Ftbmary 22, 1884. 



TELEPATHY 

** And how could you dream of meeting? " 
Nay, how can you ask me, sweet? 
All day my pulse had been beating 
The tune of your coming feet. 

And as nearer and ever nearer 
I felt the throb of your tread. 

To be in the world grew dearer. 
And my blood ran rosier red. 

Love called, and I could not lingei; 

But sought the forbidden tryst, 
As music follows the finger 

Of the dreaming lutanist. 

And though you had said it and said it, 
" We must not be happy to^y," 

Was I not wiser to credit 
The fire in my feet than your Nay ? 
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SCHERZO 

When the down is on the chin 
And the gold-gleam in the hair, 
When the birds their sweethearts win 
And champagne is in the air, 
Love is here, and Love is there, 
Love is welcome everywhere. 

Summer's cheek too soon turns thin. 
Days grow briefer, sunshine rare ; 
Autumn from his cannekin 
Blows the froth to chase Despair : 
Love is met with frosty stare. 
Cannot house 'neath branches bare. 

When new life is in the leaf 

And new red is in the rose. 

Though Love's Maytime be as brief 

As a dragon-fly's repose, 

Never moments come like those. 

Be they Heaven or Hell : who knows ? 

All too soon comes Winter's grief. 
Spendthrift Love's false friends turn foes; 
Softly comes Old Age, the thief. 
Steals the rapture, leaves the throes : 
Love his mantle round him throws, — 
** Time to say Good-bye ; it snows." 
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"FRANCISCUS DE VERULAMIO SIC 

COGITAVIT 



yy 



That 's a rather bold speech, my Lord Bacon, 

For, indeed, is 't so easy to know 
Just how much we from others have taken, 

And how much our own natural flow? 

Since your mind bubbled up at its fountain, 

How many streams made it elate, 
"While it calmed to the plain from the mountain. 

As every mind must that grows great ? 

While you thought 't was You thinking as newly 
As Adam still wet with God's dew, 

You forgot in your self -pride that truly 
The whole Past was thinking through you. 

Greece, Bome, nay, your namesake, old Roger, 
With Truth's nameless delvers who wrought 

In the dark mines of Truth, helped to prod your 
Fine brain with the goad of their thought. 

As mummy was prized for a rich hue 
The painter no elsewhere could find. 

So 't was buried men's thinking with which you 
Gave the ripe mellow tone to your mind. 

I heard the proud strawberry saying, 
" Only look what a ruby I 've made I '* 

It forgot how the bees in their maying 
Had brought it the stuff for its trade. 
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And yet there *s the half of a truth in It, 
And my Lord might his copyright sue ; 

For a thought 's his who kindles new youth in it, 
Or so puts it as makes it more true. 

The birds but repeat without ending 

The same old traditional notes, 
Which some, by more happily blending, 

Seem to make over new in their throats ; 

And we men through our old bit of song nm. 
Until one just improves on the rest. 

And we call a thing his, in the long run. 
Who utters it clearest and best. 



AUSPEX 

My heart, I cannot still it. 
Nest that had song-birds in it; 
And when the last shall go, 
The dreary days, to fill it, 
Instead of lark or linnet. 
Shall whirl dead leaves and snow. 

Had they been swallows only, 
Without the passion stronger 
That skyward longs and sings, — 
Woe 's me, I shall be lonely 
When I can feel no longer 
The impatience of their wings ! 
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A moment, sweet delusion, 
Like birds the brown leaves hover ; 
But it will not be long 
Before their wild confusion 
Fall wavering down to cover 
The poet and his song. 



THE PREGNANT COMMENT 

Opening one day a book of mine, 
I absent, Hester found a line 
Praised with a pencil-mark, and this 
She left transfigured with a kiss. 

When next upon the page I chance. 
Like Poussin's nymphs my pulses dance, 
And whirl my fancy where it sees 
Pan piping 'neath Arcadian trees. 
Whose leaves no winter-scenes rehearse. 
Still young and glad as Homer's verse. 
" What mean," I ask, "these sudden joys? 
This feeling fresher than a boy's ? 
What makes this line, familiar long. 
New as the first bird's April song? 
I could, with sense illumined thus, 
Clear doubtful texts in ^schylus I " 

Laughing, one day she gave the key, 
My riddle's open-sesame ; 
Then added, with a smile demure. 
Whose downcast lids veiled triumph sure, 
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"If what I left there give you pain. 
You — you T- can take it oflF again; 
'T was for my poet, not for him. 
Your Doctor Donne there 1 " 

Earth grew dim 
And wavered in a golden mist, 
As rose, not paper, leaves I kissed. 
Donne, you forgive ? I let you keep 
Her precious comment, poet deep. 



THE LESSON 

I SAT and watched the walls of night 
With cracks of sudden lightning glow. 
And listened while with clumsy might 
The thunder wallowed to and fro. 

The rain fell softly now ; the squall. 
That to a torrent drove the trees. 
Had whirled beyond us to let fall 
Its tumult on the whitening seas. 

But still the lightning crinkled keen. 
Or fluttered fitful from behind 
The leaden drifts, then only seen. 
That rumbled eastward on the wind. 

Still as gloom followed after glare, 
While bated breath the pine-trees drew, 
Tiny Salmoneus of the air. 
His mimic bolts the firefly threw. 
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He thought, no doubt, ^' Those flashes grand, 
That light for leagues the shuddering sky, 
Are made, a fool could understand, 
By some superior kind of fly. 

" He 's of our race's elder branch. 
His family-arms the same as ours, 
Both bom the twy-forhed flame to launch, 
Of kindred, if unequal, powers." 

And is man wiser ? Man who takes 
His consciousness the law to be 
Of all beyond his ken, and makes 
God but a bigger kind of Me ? 



SaENCE AND POETRY 

He who first stretched his nerves of subtile wire 
Over the land and through the sea-depths still. 
Thought only of the flame-winged messenger 
As a dull drudge that should encircle earth 
With sordid messages of Trade, and tame 
Blithe Ariel to a bagman. But the Muse 
Not long will be defrauded. From her foe 
Her misused wand she snatches ; at a touch. 
The Age of Wonder is renewed again. 
And to our disenchanted day restores 
The Shoes of Swiftness that give odds to Thought, 
The Cloak that makes invisible ; and with these 
I glide, an airy fire, from shore to shore. 
Or from my Cambridge whisper to Cathay. 
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All else grows tame, the sky's one blue, 
The one long languish of the rose, 
But these, beyond prevision new. 
Shall charm and startle to the close. 



WITH A SEASHELL 

Shell, whose lips, than mine more cold, 
Might with Dian's ear make bold. 
Seek my Lady's ; if thou win 
To that portal, shut from sin. 
Where commissioned angels' swords 
Startle back unholy words. 
Thou a miracle shalt see 
Wrought by it and wrought in thee ; 
^Thou, the dumb one, shalt recover 
Speech of poet, speech of lover. 
If she deign to lift you there. 
Murmur what I may not dare ; 
In that archway, pearly-pink 
As the Dawn's untrodden brink, 
Murmur, ^^ Excellent and good. 
Beauty's best in every mood. 
Never common, never tame. 
Changeful fair as windwaved flame ** — 
Nay, I maunder ; this she hears 
Every day with mocking ears. 
With a brow not sudden-stained 
With the flush of bliss restrained, 
With no tremor of the pulse 
More than feels the dreaming dulse 
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HUMOR AND SATIRE 

FITZ ADAM'S STORY 

[The g^reater part of this poem was written many yean ago as 
part of a larger one, to be called "The Nooning/* made up of 
tales in Terse, some of them graye, some comic. It fi^Tes me a 
sad pleasure to remember that I was encouraged in this project 
by my friend the late Arthur Hugh Clough.] 

The next whose fortune 't was a tale to tell 

Was one whom men, before they thought, loved 

well, 
And after thinking wondered why they did, 
For half he seemed to let them, half forbid. 
And wrapped him so in humors, sheath on sheath, 
'T was hard to guess the mellow soul beneath ; 
But, once divined, you took him to your heart. 
While he appeared to bear with you as part 
Of life's impertinence, and once a year 
Betrayed his true self by a smile or tear, 
Or rather something sweetly-shy and loath. 
Withdrawn ere fully shown, and mixed of both. 
A cynic ? Not precisely : one who thrust 
Against a heart too prone to love and trust. 
Who so despised false sentiment he knew 
Scarce in himself to part the false and true, 
And strove to hide, by roughening-o'er the skin. 
Those cobweb nerves he could not dull within. 
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A kind of human entomologist : 

As these bring home, from every walk they take, 

Their hat-crowns stuck with bugs of curious makoj 

So he filled all the lining of his head 

With characters impaled and ticketed, 

And had a cabinet behind his eyes 

For all they caught of mortal oddities. 

He might have been a poet — many worse — 

But that be had, or feigned, contempt of verse ; 

Called it tattooing language, and held rhymes 

The young world's lullaby of ruder times. 

Bitter in words, too indolent for gall. 

He satirized himself the first of all. 

In men and their affairs could find no law, 

And was the ill logic that he thought he saw. 

Scratching a match to light his pipe anew, 
With eyes half shut some musing whiffs he dreWe 
And thus began : " I give you all my word, 
I think this mock-Decameron absurd ; 
Boccaccio's garden ! how bring that to pass 
In our bleak clime save under double glass ? 
The moral east-wind of New England life 
Would snip its gay luxuriance like a knife ; 
Mile-deep the glaciers brooded here, they say. 
Through seons numb ; we feel their chill to-day. 
These foreign plants are but half-hardy still, 
Die on a south, and on a north wall chill. 
Had we stayed Puritans I They had some beat, 
(Though whence derived I have my own conceit,) 
But you have long ago raked up their fires ; 
Where they had faith, you've ten sham-Gothio 
spires. 
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Why more exotics ? Try your native vines. 
And in some thousand years you may have wines ; 
Your present grapes are harsh, all pulps and skins, 
And want traditions of ancestral bins 
That saved for evenings round the polished board 
Old la>'a-fires, the sun-steeped hillside's hoard. 
Without a Past, you lack that southern wall 
O'er which the vines of Poesy should crawl ; 
Still they 're your only hope ; no midnight oil 
Intakes up for virtue wanting in the soil ; 
Manure them well and prune them; 't won't be 

France, 
Nor Spain, nor Italy, but there 's your chanoe. 
You have one storv-teller worth a score 
Of doail Boccaceios, — nay, add twenty more, — 
A haxi-thoru asking spring's most dainty breath. 
And him you *re freezing pretty well to death. 
However, since vou sav so, I ¥nll tease 
My memory to a story by degrees, 
Though you will cry, * Enough ! * I 'm wellnigh sure, 
Ere I have dreamed through half my overture. 
Stories were good for men who had no books, 
(Fortunate nice !) and built their nests like rodcs 
In lonely towers, to which the Jongleur brought 
His jKHllerVbox of cheap and tawdry thought, 
With here and there a fancv fit to see 
Wrought to quaint grace in golden fiUgree, — 
Some ring that with the Muse's finger yd 
Is warm, like Aucassin and Xicolete ; 
The morning newspaper has spoilt his tmde, 
(For better or for worse, I leave unsaid,) 
And stories now, to suit a public nice. 
Must be half epigram, half pleasant vice. 
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** All tourists know Shebagog County : there 
The summer idlers take their yearly stare, 
Dress to see Nature in a well-bred way, 
As 't were Italian opera, or play, 
Encore the sunrise (if they 're out of bed), 
And pat the Mighiy Mother on the head : 
These have I seen, — all things are good to see, — 
And wondered much at their complacency. 
This world's great show, that took in getting-up 
Millions of years, they finish ere they sup ; 
Sights that God gleams through with soul-tingling 

force 
They glance approvingly as things of course. 
Say, ' That 's a grand rock,' ' This a pretty faU,' 
Not thinking, ' Are we worthy ? ' What if all 
The scornful landscape should turn round and say, 
* This is a fool, and that a popinjay ' ? 
I often wonder what the Mountain thinks 
Of French boots creaking o'er his breathless brinks. 
Or how the Sun would scare the chattering crowd. 
If some fine day he chanced to think aloud. 
I, who love Nature much as sinners can, 
Love her where she most grandeur shows, — in 

man: 
Here find I mountain, forest, cloud, and sun. 
River and sea, and glows when day is done ; 
Nay, where she makes grotesques, and moulds in 

jest 
The clown's cheap clay, I find unfading zest. 
The natural instincts year by year retire. 
As deer shrink northward from the settler's fire, 
And he who loves the wild game-flavor more 
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Of hazy, lazy welcome everywhere, 

While with her toil the napery is white, 

The china dustless, the keen knife-blades bright, 

Salt dry as sand, and bread that seems as though 

'T were rather sea-foam baked than vulgar dough. 

^' In our swift country, houses trim and white 
Are pitched like tents, the lodging of a night ; 
Each on its bank of baked turf mounted high 
Perches impatient o'er the roadside dry. 
While the wronged landscape coldly stands aloof, 
Refusing friendship with the upstart roof. 
Not so the Eagle ; on a grass-green swell 
That toward the south with sweet concessions fell 
It dwelt retired, and half had grown to be 
As aboriginal as rock or tree. 
It nestled close to earth, and seemed to brood 
O'er homely thoughts in a half-conscious mood. 
As by the peat that rather fades than bums 
The smouldering grandam nods and knits by turns, 
Happy, although her newest news were old 
Ere the first hostile drum at Concord rolled. 
If paint it e'er had known, it knew no more 
Than yellow lichens spattered thickly o'^r 
That soft lead-gray, less dark beneath the eaves 
Which the slow brush of wind and weather leaves. 
The ample roof sloped backward to the ground. 
And vassal lean-tos gathered thickly round. 
Patched on, as sire or son had felt the need. 
Like chance growths sprouting from the old roofs 

seed. 
Just as about a yellow-pine-tree spring 
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Its Tongb-barked darlings in a filial ring. 
But the great chimney was the central thought 
Whose gravitation through the cluster wrou^t ; 
For ' t is not styles far-f^xshed from Grieeoe or 

Rome, 
But just the Fireside, that can make a home ; 
None of your spindling things of modem style, 
lake pins stuck through to stay the caid>built pile, 
It rose broad-shouldered, kindly, debonair. 
Its warm breath whitening in the October air. 
While on its front a heart in outline showed 
The place it filled in that seraie abode. 

^ When first I chanced the Eagle to expltwe, 
Fira sat listless by the open door ; 
One chair careened him at an angle meet, 
Another nursed his hugely-slippered feet ; 
U}x>n a third reposed a shirt-^sleeTed ana. 
And the whole man diffused tobacco*s diaim. 
* Are you the landloid ?' * Wahl, I guess I be,' 
Watching the smoke^ he answierod leisuidy. 
He was a stoutish man. and through the breast 
Of his loose shirt there showed a brambhr dbest ; 
Streakeni redly as a wind-foreboding monu 
His tanned cboeks curred to t»nples dosehr sham: 
Cloan^haved he was. save where a hedge of gray 
Upon his brawny throat leaned evexT way 
AK^ut an Adam's^pple^ that beneath 
Bul^red like a boulder from a bramUv heath. 
The Wesurn World's true child and nursliiig he, 
Equipt with aptitudes enough for thi^ee ; 
Xo eve like his to value horse or oow. 
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Or gauge the contents of a stack or mow ; 
He could foretell the weather at a word. 
He knew the haunt of every beast and bird, 
Or where a two-pound trout was sure to lie. 
Waiting the flutter of his home-made fly ; 
Nay, once in autumns five, he had the luck 
To drop at fair-play range a ten-tined buck ; 
Of sportsmen true he favored every whim. 
But never cockney found a guide in him ; 
A natural man, with all his instincts fresh. 
Not buzzing helpless in Reflection's mesh. 
Firm on its feet stood his broad-shouldered mind. 
As bluffly honest as a northwest wind ; 
Hard-headed and soft-hearted, you 'd scarce meet 
A kindlier mixture of the shrewd and sweet ; 
Generous by birth, and ill at saying ' No,' 
Yet in a bargain he was all men's foe. 
Would yield no inch of vantage in a trade. 
And give away ere nightfall all he made. 

" * Can I have lodging here ? ' once more I said. 
He blew a whiff, and, leaning back his head, 
' You come a piece through Bailey's woods, I s'pose, 
Acrost a bridge where a big swamp-oak grows ? 
It don't grow, neither ; it 's ben dead ten year. 
Nor th' ain't a livin' creetur, fur nor near. 
Can tell wut killed it ; but I some misdoubt 
'T was borers, there 's sech heaps on 'em about. 
You did n' chance to run ag'inst my son, 
A long, slab-sided youngster with a gun ? 

He 'd oughto ben back more 'n an hour ago. 

An' brought some birds to dress for supper — sho I 
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There he comes now, 'Say, Obed, wut ye got? 
(He '11 hev some upland plover like as not.) 
Wal, them 's real nice uns, an '11 eat A 1, 
E£ I can stop their bein' over-done ; 
Nothin' riles me (I pledge my fastin' word) 
Like cookin' out the natur' of a bird ; 
(Obed, you pick 'em out o' sight an' sound, 
Your ma'am don't love no feathers cluttrin' round ;) 
Jes' scare 'em with the coals, — thet 's my idee.' 
Then, turning suddenly about on me, 
^ Wal, Square, I guess so. Callilate to stay ? 
I '11 ask Mis' Weeks ; 'bout thet it 's hem to say.' 

" Well, there I lingered all October through, 
In that sweet atmosphere of hazy blue, 
So leisurely, so soothmg, so forgiving, 
That sometimes makes New England fit for living* 
I watched the landscape, erst so granite glum, 
Bloom like the south side of a ripening plum, 
And each rock-maple on the hillside make 
His ten days' sunset doubled in the lake ; 
The very stone walls draggling up the hills 
Seemed touched, and wavered in their roundhead 

wilLs. 
Ah I there 's a deal of sugar in the sun I 
Tap me in Indian summer, I should run 
A juice to make rock-candy of, — but then 
We get such weather scarce one year in ten. 

^^ There was a parlor in the house, a room 
To make you shudder with its prudish gloom. 
The furniture stood round with such an air, 
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There seemed an old maid's ghost in every ehair, 

Which looked as it had scuttled to its place 

And pulled extempore a Sunday face, 

Too smugly proper for a world of sin, 

Like boys on whom the minister comes in. 

The table, fronting you with icy stare, 

Strove to look witless that its legs were bare. 

While the black sofa with its horse-hair pall 

Gloomed like a bier for Comfort's funeral. 

Each piece appeared to do its chilly best 

To seem an utter stranger to the rest, 

As if acquaintanceship were deadly sin, 

Like Britons meeting in a foreign inn. 

Two portraits graced the wall in grimmest truth. 

Mister and Mistress W. in theb youth, — 

New England youth, that seems a sort of pill, 

Half wish-I-dared, half Edwards on the Will, 

Bitter to swallow, and which leaves a trace 

Of Calvinistic colic on the face. 

Between them, o'er the mantel, hung in state 

Solomon's temple, done in copperplate ; 

Invention pure, but meant, we may presume. 

To give some Scripture sanction to the room. 

Facing this last, two samplers you might see, 

Each, with its urn and stiffly-weeping tree, 

Devoted to some memory long ago 

More faded than their lines of worsted woe ; 

Cut paper decked their frames against the flies, 

Though none e'er dared an entrance who were 

wise. 
And bushed asparagus in fading green 
Added its shiver to the franklin clean. 
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By tilings that are, not going to be, good. 
Though were I what I dreamed two lustres gone. 
I 'd stay to help the Consummation on, 
Whether a new Kome than the old more fair, 
Or a deadflat of rascal-ruled despair ; 
But my skull somehow never closed the suture 
That seems to knit yours firmly with the future, 
So you 'U excuse me if I 'm sometimes fain 
To tie the Past's warm nightcap o'er my brain ; 
I 'm quite aware 't is not in fashion here, 
But then your northeast winds are so severe I 

" But to my story : though 't is truly naught 
But a few hints in Memory's sketchbook caught, 
And which may claim a value on the score 
Of caUing back some scenery now no more. 
Shall I confess ? The tavern's only Lar 
Seemed (be not shocked I) its homely-featured bar. 
Here dozed a fire of beechen logs, that bred 
Strange fancies in its embers golden-red, 
And nursed the loggerhead whose hissing dip, 
Timed by nice instinct, creamed the mug of flip 
That made from moutk to mouth its genial round, 
Nor left one nature wholly winter-bound ; 
Hence dropt the tinkling coal all mellow-ripe 
For Uncle Beuben's talk-extinguished pipe ; 
Hence rayed the heat, as from an indoor sun, 
That wooed forth many a shoot of rustic fun. 
Here Ezra ruled as king by right divine ; 
No other face had such a wholesome shine, 
No laugh like his so full of honest cheer ; 
Above the rest it crowed like Chanticleer. 
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^^ In this one room his dame you never aaw, 
Where reigned by custom old a Salic law ; 
Here coatless lolled he on his throne of oak. 
And every tongue paused midway if he spoke. 
Due mii*th he loved, yet was his sway severe ; 
No blear-eyed driveller got his stagger here; 
^ Measure was happiness ; who wanted more, 
Must buy his ruin at the Deacon's store ; ' 
None but his lodgers after ten could stay. 
Nor after nine on eves of Sabbath-day. 
He had his favorites and his pensioners, 
The same that gypsy Nature owns for hers: 
Loose-ended souls, whose skills bring scanty gold, 
And whom the poor-house catches when they 're old; 
Rude country-minstrels, men who doctor kine. 
Or graft, and, out of scions ten, save nine ; 
Creatures of genius they, but never meant 
To keep step with the civic regiment. 
These Ezra welcomed, feeling in his mind 
Perhaps some motions of the vagrant kind ; 
These paid no money, yet for them he drew 
Special Jamaica from a tap they knew. 
And, for their feelings, chalked behind the door 
With solemn face a visionary score. 
This thawed to life in Uncle Eeuben's throat 
A torpid shoal of jest and anecdote, 
Like those queer fish that doze the droughts away, 
And wait for moisture, wrapt in sim-baked clay ; 
This warmed the one-eyed fiddler to his task, 
Perched in the corner on an empty cask. 
By whose shrill art rapt suddenly, some boor 
Rattled a double-shuffle on the floor ; 
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' Hull's Victory ' was, indeed, the favorite air, 
Though ' Yankee Doodle ' claimed its proper share. 

" 'T was there I caught from Uncle Reuben's lips. 
In dribbling monologue 'twixt whiffs and sips, 
The story I so long have tried to tell ; 
The humor coarse, the persons common, — well, 
From Nature only do I love to paint, 
Whether she send a satyr or a saint ; 
To me Sincerity 's the one thing good, 
Soiled though she be and lost to maidenhood. 
Quompegan is a town some ten miles south 
From Jethro, at Nagumscot river-mouth, 
A seaport town, and makes its title good 
With lumber and dried fish and eastern wood. 
Here Deacon Bitters dwelt and kiept the Store, 
The richest man for many a nule of shore ; 
In little less than everything dealt he. 
From meeting-houses to a chest of tea ; 
So dextrous therewithal a flint to skin, 
He could make profit on a single pin ; 
In business strict, to bring the balance true 
He had been known to bite a fig in two. 
And change a board-nail for a shingle-nail. 
All that he had he ready held for sale. 
His house, his tomb, whate'er the law allows, 
And he had gladly parted with his spouse. 
His one ambition still to get and get. 
He would arrest your very ghost for debt. 
His store looked righteous, should the Parson 

come. 
But in a dark back-room he peddled rum. 
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" Soon as the winter made the sledding good, 
From far around the farmers hauled him wood. 
For all the trade had gathered 'neath his thumb. 
He paid in groceries and New England rum, 
Making two profits with a conscience clear, — 
Cheap all he bought, and all he paid with dear. 
With his own mete-wand measuring every load, 
Each somehow had diminished on the road ; 
An honest cord in Jethro still would fail 
By a good foot upon the Deacon's scale, 
And, more to abate the price, his gimlet eye 
Would pierce to cat-sticks that none else could spy; 
Yet none dared grumble, for no farmer yet 
But New Year found him in the Deacon's debt. 

" While the first snow was mealy under feet, 
A team drawled creaking down Quompegan street 
Two cords of oak weighed down the grinding sled, 
And cornstalk fodder rustled overhead ; 
The oxen's muzzles, as they shouldered through. 
Were silver-fringed ; the driver's own was blue 
As the coarse frock that swung below his knee. 
Behind his load for shelter waded he ; 
His mittened hands now on his chest he beat, 
Now stamped the stiffened cowhides of his feet. 
Hashed as a ghost's ; his armpit scarce could hold 
The walnut whipstock slippery-bright with cold. 
What wonder if, the tavern as he past, 
He looked and longed, and stayed his beasts at 

last. 
Who patient stood and veiled themselves in steam 
While he explored the bar-room's ruddy gleam ? 
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Took off his fox-skin cap to scratch his head, 
Donned it again, and drawled forth, ^ Mean he 's 

dead?' 
^ Jesso ; he 's dead and t' other d that f oilers 
With folks that never love a thing hut dollars. 
He pulled up stakes last evening, fair and square. 
And ever since there 's been a row Down There. 
The minute the old chap arrived, you see. 
Comes the Boss-devil to him, and says he, 
" What are you good at ? Little enough, I fear ; 
We callilate to make folks useful here." 
" Well," says old Bitters, " I expect I can 
Scale a fair load of wood with e'er a man," 
" Wood we don't deal in ; but perhaps you '11 suit, 
Because we buy our brimstone by the foot : 
Here, take this measurin'-rod, as smooth as sin, 
And keep a reckonin' of what loads comes in. 
You '11 not want business, for we need a lot 
To keep the Yankees that you send us hot ; 
At firin' up they 're barely half as spry 
As Spaniards or Italians, though they 're dry ; 
At first we have to let the draught on stronger, 
But, heat 'em through, they seem to hold it longer.** 

" ' Bitters he took the rod, and pretty soon 
A teamster comes, whistling an ex-psalm tune. 
A likelier chap you would n't ask to see. 
No different, but his limp, from you or me ' — 
'No different, Perez ! Don't your memory fail ? 
Why, where in thunder was his horns and tail ? ' 
* They 're only worn by some old-fashioned pokes ; 
They mostly aim at looking just like folks. 
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Sech fclilngs are scarce as queues and top-boots 

here ; 
'T would spoil their usefulness to look too queer. 
Ef you could always know 'em when they come, 
They 'd get no purchase on you : now be mum. 
On come the teamster, smart as Davy Crockett, 
Jinglin' the red-hot coppers in his pocket. 
And clost behind, ('t was gold-dust, you'd ha' 

sworn,) 
A load of sulphur yallower 'n seed-corn ; 
To see it wasted as it is Down There 
Would make a Friction-Match Co. tear its hair I 
" Hold on I " says Bitters, " stop right where you 

be; 
You can't go in athout a pass from me." 
" All right," says t' other, *' only step round smart ; 
I must be home by noon-time with the cart." 
Bitters goes round it sharp-eyed as a rat, 
Then with a scrap of paper on his hat 
Pretends to cipher. " By the public staff. 
That load scarce rises twelve foot and a half." 
" There 's fourteen foot and over," says the driver, 
" Worth twenty dollars, ef it 's worth a stiver ; 
Good fourth-proof brimstone, that'll make 'em 

squirm, — 
I leave it to the Headman of the Firm ; 
After we masure it, we always lay 
Some on to allow for settlin' by the way. 
Imp and full-grown, I 've carted sulphur herOi 
And gi'n fair satisfaction, thirty year." 
With that they fell to quarrcUin' so loud 
That in five minutes they had drawed a crowds 
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And afore long the Boss, who heard the row, 
Comes elbowin' in with " What 's to pay here now? " 
Both parties heard, the measurin'-rod he takes. 
And of the load a careful survey makes. 
*^ Senee I have bossed the business here," says he, 
" No fairer load was ever seen by me." 
Then, tumin' to the Deacon, " You mean cus. 
None of your old Quompegan tricks with us ! 
They won't do here : we 're plain old-fashioned 

folks. 
And don't quite understand that kind o' jokes. 
I know this teamster, and his pa afore him. 
And the hard-working Mrs. D. that bore him ; 
He would n't soil his conscience with a lie. 
Though he might get the custom-house thereby. 
Here, constable, take Bitters by the queue. 
And clap him into furnace ninety-two. 
And try this brimstone on him ; if he 's bright, 
He '11 find the masure honest afore night. 
He is n't worth his fuel, and I '11 bet 
The parish oven has to take him yet I 



>» > 



" This is my tale, heard twenty years ago 
From Uncle Reuben, as the logs burned low. 
Touching ^he walls and ceiling with that bloom 
That makes a rose's calyx of a room. 
I could not give his language, wherethrough ran 
The gamy flavor of the bookless man 
Who shapes a word before the fancy cook. 
As lonely Crusoe improvised his tools. 
I liked the tale, — 't was like so many told 
By Rutebeuf and his brother Trouvferes bold; 
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With hep own hand, — for prudence spares 

A man-(or woman-)-nensis ; 
Complete, and tied with ribbons proud, 

She hinted soon how cosy a 
Treat it would be to read them loud 

After next day's Ambrosia. 

The Gods thought not it would amuse 

So much as Homer's Odyssees, 
But could not very well refuse 

The properest of Goddesses ; 
So all sat round in attitudes 

Of various dejection, 
As with a hem t the queen of prudes 

Began her grave prelection. 

At the first pause Zeus said, " Well sung I — 

I mean — ask Phoebus, — he knows." 
Says Phoebus, ^' Zounds ! a wolf 's among 

Admetus's merinos I 
Fine I very fine I but I must go ; 

They stand in need of me there ; 
Excuse me I " snatched his stick, and so 

Plunged down the gladdened ether. 

With the next gap. Mars said, ** For me 

Don't wait, — naught could be finer. 
But I 'm engaged at half past three, — 

A fight in Asia Minor! " 
Then Venus lisped, " I 'm sorely tried. 

These duty-calls are vip'rous ; 
But I must go ; I have a bride 

To see about in Cyprus." • 



Then wtal 
Aud HII 

Just then Ze 
Illsboad 
Zeuti snored, — o 




Then jclius, — " I muHt aay good hyt, 
Alt! igh my peace it jeopards ; 

I mittt mail at four, to try 
A VI -broke pair of leopards." 

His words woke Hermes, "Ah!** he aaii 

" J no '""^ ""->1 *!.■.«», ] " 

lo turned ledi, 



the Eagle drew 
3 tmder ; 
>ed Greece tbet« fl 



iv-volumt« ...^Jider, 



.--i-lir.l, ■■ it «i 

iuu'n|.:,,u.i>l„s, 

I. uhl, ;, iiniul -,■ 
^-M■!J,M,l iiiAllu'l 



■ ■' ^ ■; 


„ ,„■,,,„ 


»» ill,..l. 


i,„.r|.liiii.- tl 
iltit n,ll,-,l 


;n„l. «Ik 


■n .li-lill«l, 
artli 


M|i asai.i i, 


1 I..|>i,'S. 





THE FLYING DUTCHMAN 229 

And gave two strong narcotics birth, 
Didactic verse and poppies. 

Years after, when a poet asked 

The Goddess's opinion, 
As one whose soid its wings had tasked 

In Art's dear^aired dominion, 
** Discriminate," she said, " betimes ; • 

The Muse is unforgiving ; 
Put all your beauty in your rhymes, 

Your morals in your Uving." 



THE FLYING DUTCHMAN 

Don't believe in the Flying Dutchman ? 

I 've known the fellow for years ; 
My button I 've wrenched from his clutch, man : 

I shudder whenever he nears I 

He 's a Rip van Winkle skipper, 

A Wandering Jew of the sea. 
Who sails his bedevilled old clipper 

In the wind's eye, straight as a bee. 

Back topsails ! you can't escape him ; 

The man-ropes stretch with his weight. 
And the queerest old toggeries drape him. 

The Lord knows how long out of date I 

Like a long-disembodied idea, 
(A kind of ghost plentiful now,) 
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I have seen him some poor ancient thrashing 
Into something (God save us !) more dry. 

With the Water of Life itself washing 
The life out of earth, sea, and sky. 

O dread fellow-mortal^ get newer 

Despatches to carry, or none I 
We 're as quick as the Greek and the Jew were 

At knowing a loaf from a stone. 

Till the couriers of Gt>d fail in duty. 
We sha'n't ask a mummy for news. 

Nor sate the souFs hunger for beauty 

With your drawings from casts of a Muse. 

CREDIDIMUS JOVEM REGNARE 

O DATS endeared to every Muse, 
When nobody had any Views, 
Nor, while the cloudscape of his mind 
By every breeze was new designed. 
Insisted all the world should see 
Camels or whales where none there be ! 

happy days, when men received 
From sire to son what all believed. 
And left the other world in bliss. 
Too busy with bedevilling this 1 

Beset by doubts of every breed 
In the last bastion of my creed. 
With shot and shell for Sabbath-ohime, 

1 watch the storming-party climb. 
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The praise of a celestial line. 

Then priests could pile the altar's sods, 

With whom gods spake as they with gods, 

And everywhere from haunted earth 

Broke springs of wonder, that had birth 

In depths divine beyond the ken ^ 

And fatal scrutiny of men ; -■ 

Then hills and groves and streams and seas 

Thrilled with immortal presences. 

Not too ethereal for the scope 

Of human passion's dream or hope. 

Now Pan at last is surely dead, 

And King No-Credit reigns instead. 

Whose officers, morosely strict. 

Poor Fancy's tenantry evict. 

Chase the last Genius from the door, 

And nothing dances any more. 

Nothing ? Ah, yes, our tables do. 

Drumming the Old One's own tattoo, 

And, if the oracles are dumb. 

Have we not mediums? Why be glum? 

Fly thither? Why, the very air 
Is full of hindrance and despair ! 
Fly thither ? But I cannot fly ; 
My doubts enmesh me if I try. 
Each Liliputian, but, combined. 
Potent a giant's limbs to bind. 
This world and that are growing dark; 
A huge interrogation mark. 
The Devil's crook episcopal. 
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Still borne before Him since the Fall, 
Blackens with its ill-omened sign 
The old blue heaven of faith benign. 
Whence? Whither? Wherefore? How? 

Which? Why? 
All ask at once, all wait reply. 
Men feel old systems cracking under 'em ; 
Life saddens to a mere conundrum 
Which once Religion solved, bat she 
Has lost — has Science found ? — the key. 

What was snow-bearded Odin, trow. 

The mighty hunter long ago, 

Whose horn and hounds the peasant hears 

Still when the Northlights shake their spears ? 

Science hath answers twain, I 've heard ; 

Choose which you will, nor hope a third ; 

Whichever box the truth be stowed in. 

There 's not a sliver left of Odin. 

Either he was a pinchbrowed thing. 

With scarcely wit a stone to fling, 

A creature both in size and shape 

Nearer than we are to the ape, 

Wlio hung sublime with brat and spouse 

By tail prehensile from the boughs, 

Aud, happier than his maimed descendants, 

The culture-curtailed tTidependents, 

Could pluck his cherries with both paws. 

And stuff with both his big-boned jaws ; 

Or else the core his name enveloped 

Was from a solar myth developed. 

Which, hunted to its primal shoot, 
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Takes refuge in a Sanskrit root, 
Thereby to instant death explaining 
The little poetry remaining. 
Try it with Zeus, 't is just the same ; 
The thing evades, we hug a name ; 
Nay, scarcely that, — perhaps a vapor 
Bom of some atmospheric caper. 
All Lempriere's fables blur together 
In cloudy symbols of the weather. 
And Aphrodite rose from frothy seas 
But to illustrate such hypotheses. 
With years enough behind his back, 
Lincoln will take the selfsame track. 
And prove, hulled fairly to the cob, 
A mere vagary of Old Prob. 
Give the right man a solar myth. 
And he '11 confute the sun therewith. 

They make things admirably plain. 
But one hard question will remain : 
If one hypothesis you lose, 
Another in its place you choose. 
But, your faith gone, O man and brother. 
Whose shop shall furnish you another ? 
One that will wash, I mean, and wear. 
And wrap us warmly from despair? 
While they are clearing up our puzzles. 
And clapping prophylactic muzzles 
On the Actseon's hounds that sniff 
Our devious track through But and If, 
Would they 'd explain away the Devil 
And other facts that won't keep level, 
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But rise beneath our feet or fail, 
A reeling ship's deck in a gale ! 
God vanished long ago, iwis, 
A mere subjective synthesis ; 
A doll, stuffed out with hopes and fears. 
Too homely for us pretty dears. 
Who want one that conviction carries. 
Last make of London or of Paris. 
He gone, I felt a moment's spasm, 
But calmed myself with Protoplasm^ 
A finer name, and, what is more. 
As enigmatic as before ; 
Greek, too, and sure to fill with ease 
Minds caught in the Symplegades 
Of soul and sense, life's two conditions. 
Each baffled with its own omniscience. 
The men who labor to revise 
Our Bibles will, I hope, be wise. 
And print it without foolish qualms 
Instead of God in David's psalms : 
Noll had been more effective far 
Could he have shouted at Dunbar, 
" Rise, Protoplasm ! " No dourest Scot 
Had waited for another shot. 

And yet I frankly must confess 

A secret unforgivingness, 

And shudder at the saving chrism 

Whose best New Birth is Pessimism ; 

My soul — I mean the bit of phosphorus 

That fills the place of what that was for us 

Can't bid its inward bores defiance 
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With the new nursery-tales of science. 
What profits me, though doubt by doubt, 
As nail by nail, be driven out, 
When every new one, like the last, 
Still holds my coffin-lid as fast ? 
Would I find thought a moment's truce. 
Give me the young world's Mother Goose 
With life and joy in every limb. 
The chimney-comer tales of Grimm ! 

Our dear and admirable Huxley 
Cannot explain to me why ducks lay, 
Or, rather, how into their eggs 
Blunder potential wings and legs 
With will to move them and decide 
Whether in air or lymph to glide. 
Who gets a hair's-breadth on by showing 
That Something Else set all agoing ? 
Farther and farther back we push 
From Moses and his burning bush ; 
Cry, " Art Thou there ? " Above, below. 
All Nature mutters yes and no I 
'T is the old answer : we 're agreed 
Being from Being must proceed. 
Life be Life's source. I might as well 
Obey the meeting-house's bell, 
And listen while Old Hundred pours 
Forth through the summer-opened doors, 
From old and young. I hear it yet. 
Swelled by bass-viol and clarinet. 
While the gray minister, with face 
Badiant, let loose his noble bass. 
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If Heaven it reached not, yet its roll 
Waked all the echoes of the soul. 
And in it many a life found wings 
To soar away from sordid things. 
Church gone and singers too, the song 
Sings to me voiceless all night long, 
Till my soul beckons me afar, 
Glowing and trembling like a star. 
Will any scientific touch 
With my worn strings achieve as much ? 

I don^t object, not I, to know 

My sires were monkeys, if 't was so ; 

I touch my ear's collusive tip 

And own the poor-relationship. 

That apes of various shapes and sizes 

Contained their germs that all the prizes 

Of senate, pulpit, camp, and bar win 

May give us hopes that sweeten Darwin. 

Who knows but from our loins may spring 

(Long hence) some winged sweet-throated thing 

As much superior to us 

As we to Cynocephalus ? 

This is consoling, but, alas. 
It wipes no dimness from the glass 
Where I am flattening my poor nose. 
In hope to see beyond my toes. 
Though I accept my pedigree. 
Yet where, pray tell me, is the key 
That shoidd unlock a private door 
To the Great Mystery, such no more ? 
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Each offers his, but one nor all 
Are much persuasive with the wall 
That rises now, as long ago, 
Between I wonder and I know. 
Nor will vouchsafe a pin-hole peep 
At the veiled Isis in its keep. 
Where is no door, I but produce 
My key to find it of no use. 
Yet better keep it, after all. 
Since Nature 's economical. 
And who can tell but some fine day 
(If it occur to her) she may. 
In her good-will to you and me, 
Make door and lock to match the key? 
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The world turns mild ; democracy, they say. 
Bounds the sharp knobs of character away. 
And no great harm, unless at grave expense 
Of what needs edge of proof, the moral sense ; 
For man or race is on the downward path 
Whose fibre grows too soft for honest wrath, 
And there 's a subtle influence that springs 
From words to modify our sense of things. 
A plain distinction grows obscure of late : 
Man, if he will, may pardon ; but the State 
Forgets its function if not fixed as Fate. 
So thought our sires : a hundred years ago. 
If men were knaves, why, people called them so. 
And crime could see the prison-portal bend 
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Its brow severe at no long vista's end. 

In> those days for plain things plain words would 

serve ; 
Men had not learned to admire the graceful swerve 
Wherewith the Esthetic Nature's genial mood 
Makes public duty slope to private good ; 
No muddled conscience raised the saving doubt ; 
A soldier proved unworthy was drummed out, 
An officer cashiered, a civil servant 
(No matter though his piety were fervent) 
Disgracefully dismissed, and through the land 
Each bore for life a stigma from the brand 
Whose far-heard hiss made others more averse 
To take the facile step from bad to worse. 
The Ten Commandments had a meaning then. 
Felt in their bones by least considerate men. 
Because behind them Public Conscience stood. 
And without wincing made their mandates good. 
But now that " Statesmanship " is just a way 
To dodge the primal curse and make it pay. 
Since office means a kind of patent drill 
To force an entrance to the Nation's till. 
And peculation something rather less 
Risky than if you spelt it with an « / 
Now that to steal by law is grown an art. 
Whom rogues the sires, their milder sons call smart, 
And " slightly irregular " dilutes the shame 
Of what had once a somewhat blunter name. 
With generous curve we draw the moral line : 
Our swindlers are permitted to resign ; 
Their guilt is wrapped in deferential names. 
And twenty sympathize for one that blames. 
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Add national disgrace to private crime, 
Confront mankind with brazen front sublime, • 
Steal but enough, the world is unsevere, — 
Tweed is a statesman, Fisk a financier ; 
Invent a mine, and be — the Lord knows what; 
Secure, at any rate, with what you 've got. 
The public servant who has stolen or lied. 
If caUed on, may resign with honest prider 
As unjust favor put him in, why doubt 
Disfavor as unjust has turned him out? 
Even if indicted, what is that but fudge 
To him who counted-in the elective judge ? 
Wliitewashed, he quits the politician's strife 
At ease in mind, with pockets filled for life : 
His ^ lady " glares with gems whose vulgar blaze 
The poor man through his heightened taxes pays. 
Himself content if one huge Kohinoor 
Bulge from a shirt-front ampler than before. 
But not too candid, lest it haply tend 
To rouse suspicion of the People's Friend. 
A public meeting, treated at his cost. 
Resolves him bach more virtue than he lost ; 
With character regilt he counts his gains ; 
What *s gone was air, the solid good remains ; 
For what is good, except what friend and foe 
Seem quite unanimous in thinking so. 
The stocks and bonds which, in our age of loans, 
Replace the stupid pagan's stocks and stones? 
With choker white, w^herein no cynic eye 
Dares see idealized a hempen tie, 
At parish-meetings he conducts in prayer. 
And pays for missions to be sent elsewhere ; 
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On 'Change respected, to his friends endeared. 

Add but a Sunday-school-class, he 's revered. 

And his too early tomb will not be dumb 

To point a moral for our youth to come. 
1872. 



m THE HALF-WAY HOUSE 

I. 

At twenty we fancied the blest Middle Ages 

A spirited cross of romantic and grand. 
All templars and minstrels and ladies and pages. 

And love and adventure in Outre-Mer land ; 
But ah, where the youth dreamed of building a 
minster, 
The man takes a pew and sits reckoning his pelf. 
And the Graces wear fronts, the Muse thins to a 
spinster, 
When Middle-Age stares from one's glass at 
oneself ! 

Do you twit me with days when I had an Ideal, 
And saw the sear future through spectacles 
green? 
Then find me some charm, while I look round and 
see all 
These fat friends of forty, shall keep me nine- 
teen; 
Should we go on pining for chaplets of laurel 
Who Ve paid a perruquier for mending our 
thatch. 
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Or, oar feet swathed in baize, with our Fate pick a 
quarrel, 
If, instead of cheap bay-leaves, she sent a dear 
scratch? 

m. 

We called it our Eden, that small patent-baker. 
When life was half moonshine and half Mary 
Jane; 
But the butcher, the baker, the candlestick-ma- 
ker! — 
Did Adam have duns and slip down a back- 
lane? 
Nay, after the Fall did the modiste keep coming 
With last styles of fig-leaf to Madam Eve's 
bower ? 
Did Jubal, or whoever taught the girls thrumming. 
Make the patriarchs deaf at a dollar the hour? 

IV. 

As I think what I was, I sigh Desunt nonnvlla ! 
Years are creditors Sheridan's self could not 
bilk ; 
Bat then, as my boy says, ^^ What right has a f ulr 
lah 
To ask for the cream, when himself spilt the 
milk?" 
Perhaps when you 're older, my lad, you '11 discover 
The secret with which Auld Lang Syne there is 

gilt,- 

Superstition of old man, maid, poet, and lover, — 
That cream rises thickest on milk that was spilt I 
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V. 
We sailed for the moon, but, in sad disillusion, 
Snug under Point Comfort are glad to make 
fast. 
And strive (sans our glasses} to make a confu- 
sion 
'Twixt our rind of green cheese and the moon of 
the past. 
Ah, Might-have-been, Could -have -been, Wonld- 
have-been ! rascals. 
He 's a genius or fool whom ye cheat at two- 
score. 
And the man whose boy-promise was likened to 
Pascal's 
Is thankful at forty they don't call him bore ! 

VI. 

With what fumes of fame was each confident pate 
full! 
How rates of insurance should rise on the 
Charles ! 
And which of us now would not feel wisely grate- 
ful. 
If his rhymes sold as fast as the Emblems of 
Quarles ? 
E'en if won, what 's the good of Life's medals and 
prizes? 
The rapture 's in what never was or is gone ; 
That we missed them makes Helens of plain Ann 
Elizys, 
For the goose of To-day still is Memory's swan. 
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VII. ^ 

And yet who would change the old dream for new 
treasure ? 
Make not youth's sourest grapes the best wine 
of our life ? 
Need he reckon his date by the Almanac's measure 
Who is twenty life-long in the eyes of his wife ? 
Ah, Fate, should I live to be nonagenarian. 

Let me still take Hope's frail I. O. U.s upon 
trust, 
Still talk of a trip to the Islands Macarian, 

And still climb the dream-tree for — ashes and 
dust I 



AT THE BURNS CENTENNIAL 

JANUABY, 1859 
I. 

A HUNDRED years I they *re quickly fled, 

With all their joy and sorrow ; 
Their dead leaves shed upon the dead, 

Their fresh ones sprung by morrow 1 
And still the patient seasons bring 

Their change of sun and shadow ; 
New birds still sing with every spring, 

New violets spot the meadow. 

II. 

A hundred years ! and Nature's powers 
No greater grown nor lessened I 
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They saw no flowers more sweet than ours, 
No fairer new moon's crescent. 

Would she but treat us poets so, 
So from our winter free us, 

And set our slow old sap aflow 
To sprout in fresh ideas ! 

lu. 

Alas, think I, what worth or parts 

Have brought me here competing. 
To speak what starts in myriad hearts 

With Burns's memory beating ! 
Himself had loved a theme like this ; 

Must I be its entomber ? 
No pen save his but 's sure to miss 

Its pathos or its humor. 

IV. 

As I sat musing what to say. 

And how my verse to number. 
Some elf in play passed by that way, 

And sank my lids in slumber ; 
And on my sleep a vision stole. 

Which I will put in metre. 
Of Burns's soul at the wicket-hole 

Where sits the good Saint Peter. 

V. 

The saint, methought, had left his post 

That day to Holy WiUie, 
Who swore, ^^ Each ghost that comes shall toast 

In brunstane, will he, nill he ; 
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There 's nane need hope with phrases fine 

Their score to wipe a sin frae ; 
I '11 chalk a sign, to save their tryin', — 

A hand (») and *Firfe in/ra/'" 

VI. 

Alas ! no soil 's too cold or dry 

For spiritual small potatoes, 
Scrimped natures, spry the trade to ply 

Of diaholi advocatus ; 
Who lay bent pins in the penance-stool 

Where Mercy plumps a cushion, 
Who 've just one rule for knave and fool, 

It saves so much confusion I 

vn. 

So when Bums knocked. Will knit his brows, 

His window gap made scanter. 
And said, ^^ Go rouse the other house ; 

We lodge no Tam O'Shanter ! " 
" We lodge 1 " laughed Burns. ** Now well I see 

Death cannot kill old nature ; 
No human flea but thinks that he 

May speak for his Creator I 

vui. 

" But, Willie, friend, don't turn me forth, 

Auld Clootie needs no gauger ; 
And if on earth I had small worth. 

You 've let in worse, I 'se wager ! '* 
^^ Na, nane has knockit at the yett 

But found me hard as whunstane ; 
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There 's chances yet your bread to get 
Wi Auld Nick, gaugin' brunstane.'' 

IX. 

Meanwhile, the Unco' Guid had ta'en 

Their place to watch the process, 
Flattening in vain on many a pane 

Their disembodied noses. 
Remember, please, 't is all a dream ; 

One can't control the fancies 
Through sleep that stream with wayward gleam, 

Like midnight's boreal dances. 

X. 

Old Willie's tone grew sharp 's a knife : 

" In primiSj I indite ye. 
For makin' strife wi' the water o' life. 

And pref errin' aqua mice ! " 
Then roared a voice with lusiy din, 

Like a skipper's when 't is blowy, 
" If that 's a sin, / 'd ne'er got in. 

As sure as my name 's Noah ! " 

XI. 

Baulked, Willie turned another leaf, — 

" There 's many here have heard ye, 
To the pain and grief o' true belief. 

Say hard things o' the clergy ! " 
Then rang a clear tone over all, — 

" One plea for him allow me : 
I once heard call from o'er me, ^ Saul, 

Why persecutest thou me ? ' " 
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xn. 

To the next charge vexed Willie turned, 
And, sighing, wiped his glasses : 
" I 'm much concerned to find ye yearned 
O'er-warmly tow'rd the lasses ! " 
Here David sighed ; poor Willie's face 
Lost all its self-possession : 
^^ I leave this case to God's own grace ; 
It baffles my discretion ! " 

XIII. 

Then sudden glory round me broke. 

And low melodious surges 
Of wings whose stroke to splendor woke 

Creation's farthest verges ; 
A cross stretched, ladder-like, secure 

From earth to heaven's own poi*tal. 
Whereby God's poor, with footing sure. 

Climbed up to peace immortal. 

XIV. 

I heard a voice serene and low 

(With my heart I seemed to hear it) 
Fall soft and slow as snow on snow. 

Like grace of the heavenly spirit ; 
As sweet as over new-born son 

The croon of new-made mother. 
The voice begun, " Sore tempted one 1 " 

Then, pausing, sighed, " Our brother I 
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XYin. 

^ Her cheaper broods in palaces 

She raises under glasses, 
But souls like these, heav'n's hostages, 

Spring shelterless as grasses : 
They share Earth's blessing and her bane, 

The common sun and shower ; 
What makes your pain to them is gain. 

Your weakness is their power. 



^^ These larger hearts must feel the rolls 

Of stormier-waved temptation ; 
These star-wide souls between their poles 

Bear zones of tropic passion. 
He loved much ! — that is gospel good. 

However the text you handle ; 
From common wood the cross was hewed. 

By love turned priceless sandaL 



*^ If scant his service at the kirk. 

He paters heard and avea 
From choirs that lurk in hedge and birk. 

From blackbird and from mavis ; 
The cowering mouse, poor unroofed thing. 

In him found Mercy's angel ; 
The daisy's ring brought every spring 

To him Love's fresh evangel I 
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^ Not he the threatening texts who deals 

Is highest 'mong the preachers. 
But he who feels the woes and weals 

Of all God's wandering creatures. 
He doth good work whose heart can find 

The spirit 'neath the letter ; 
Who makes his kind of happier mind. 

Leaves wiser men and better. 

XXII. 

* They make Religion be abhorred 

Who round with darkness gidf her. 
And think no word can please the Lord 

Unless it smell of sulphur. 
Dear Poot-heart, that childlike guessed 

The Father's loving kindness 
Come now to rest ! Thou didst His best, 

If haply 't was in blindness ! ^* 

xxin. 

Then leapt heaven's portals wide apart, 

And at their golden tliunder 
With sudden start I woke, mv heart 

Still throbbing-full of wonder. 
*' Father," I said, " 't is known to Thee 

How Thou thy &aiiit>s preparest ; 
But this I see, — Saint Charity 

Is still the first and fairest ! '* 
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XXIV. 



Dear Bard and Brother ! let wlio may 

Against thy faults be railing, 
(Though far, I pray, from us be they 

That never had a failing I) 
One toast I '11 give, and that not long. 

Which thou wouldst pledge if present, — 
To him whose song, in nature strong, 

Makes man of prince and peasant I 



IN AN ALBUM 

The misspelt scrawl, upon the wall 
By some Pompeian idler traced. 
In ashes packed (ironic fact !) 
Lies eighteen centuries unefFaced, 
While many a page of bard and sage, 
Deemed once mankind's immortal gain. 
Lost from Time's ark, leaves no more mark 
Than a keel's furrow through the main. 

O Chance and Change ! our buzz's range 
Is scarcely wider than a fly's ; 
Then let us play at fame to-day. 
To-morrow be unknown and wise ; 
And while the fair beg locks of hair. 
And autographs, and Lord knows what. 
Quick ! let us scratch our moment's match, 
Make our brief blaze, and be forgot I 
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Too pressed to wait, upon her slate 
Fame writes a name or two in doubt ; 
Scarce written, these no longer please, 
And her own finger rubs them out : 
It may ensue, fair girl, that you 
Years hence this yellowing leaf may see, 
And put to task, your memory ask 
In vain, " This Lowell, who was he ? " 



AT THE COMMENCEMENT DINNEB, 1866 

IN ACKNOWLEDGING A TOAST TO THE SMITH PROFESSOB 

I RISE, Mr. Chairman, as both of us know, 

With the impromptu I promised you three weeks 

ago. 
Dragged up to my doom by your might and my 

mane, 
To do what I vowed I 'd do never again ; 
And I feel like your good honest dough when pos- 

sest 
By a stirring, impertinent devil of yeast, 
*'You must rise," says the leaven. "I can't," 

says the dough ; 
*' Just examine my bumps, and you '11 see it 's no 

go. 
" But you must," the tormentor insists, " 't is all 

right ; 
You must rise when I bid you, and, what 's more, 

be light" 
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T is a dreadful oppression, this making men speak 
What they're sure to be sorry for all the next 

week; 
Some poor stick requesting, like Aaron's, to bud 
Into eloquence, pathos, or wit in cold blood. 
As if the dull brain that you vented your spite on 
Could be got, like an ox, by mere poking, to 

Brighton. 

They say it is wholesome to rise with the snn. 
And I dare say it may be if not overdone ; 
(I think it was Thomson who made the remark 
'T was an excellent thing in its way — for a lark ;) 
But to rise after dinner and look down the meet- 
ing 
On a distant (as Gray calls it) prospect of Eating, 
With a stomach half full and a cerebrum hollow 
As the tortoise-shell ere it was strung for Apollo, 
Under contract to raise anerithmon gelasma 
With rhymes so hard hunted they gasp with the 

asthma, 
And jokes not much younger than Jethro's phy- 
lacteries. 
Is something I leave you yourselves to character- 
ize. 

I 've a notion, I think, of a good dinner speech. 
Tripping light as a sandpiper over the beach. 
Swerving this way and that as the wave of the 

moment 
Washes out its slight trace with a dash of whim's 

foam on 't, 
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And leaving on memory's rim just a sense 
Something graceful had gone by, a live present 

tense ; 
Not poetry, — no, not quite that, but as good, 
A kind of winged prose that could fly if it would. 
'T is a time for gay fancies as fleeting and vain 
As the whisper of foam-beads on fresh-poured cham- 
pagne, 
Since dinners were not perhaps strictly designed 
For manoeuvring the heavy dragoons of the mind. 
When I hear your set speeches that start with a 

pop. 
Then wander and maunder, too feeble to stop, 
With a vague apprehension from popular rumor 
There used to be something by mortals called 

hiunor. 
Beginning again when you thought they were 

done, 
Respectable, sensible, weighing a ton, 
And as near to the present occasions of men 
As a Fast Day discourse of the year eighteen ten, 
I — well, I sit still, and my sentiments smother, 
For am I not also a bore and a brother ? 

And a toast, — what should that be? Light, airy, 

and free. 
The foam-Aphrodite of Bacchus's sea, 
A fancy-tinged bubble, an orbed rainbow-stain, 
That floats for an instant 'twixt goblet and brain ; 
A breath-bom perfection, half something, half 

naught. 
And breaks if it strike the hard edge of a thought 
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Do you ask me to make such? Ah no, not so 

simple ; 
Ask Apelles to paint you the ravishing dimple 
Whose shifting enchantment lights Venus's cheek. 
And the artist will tell you his skill is to seek ; 
Once fix it, 't is naught, for the charm of it rises 
From the sudden bopeeps of its smiling surprises. 

I 've tried to define it, but what mother's son 
Could ever yet do what he knows should be done ? 
My rocket has burst, and I watch in the air 
Its fast-fading heart's-blood drop back in despair ; 
Yet one chance is left me, and, if I am quick, 
I can palm off, before you suspect me, the stick. 

Now since I 've succeeded — I pray do not frown — 
To Ticknor's and Longfellow's classical gown. 
And profess four strange languages, which, luck- 
less elf, 
I speak like a native (of Cambridge) myself. 
Let me beg, Mr. President, leave to propose 
A sentiment treading on nobody's toes. 
And give, in such ale as with pump-handles we 

brew. 
Their memory who saved us from all talking He- 
brew, — 
A toast that to deluge with water is good. 
For in Scripture they come in just after the flood : 
I give you the men but for whom, as I guess, sir, 
Modem languages ne'er could have had a profes- 
sor. 
The builders of Babel, to whose zeal the lungs 
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Of the children of men owe confusion of tongues ; 
And a name all-embracing I couple therewith. 
Which is that of my founder — the late Mr. 
Smith. 



A PARABLE 

An ass munched thistles, while a nightingale 
From passion's fountain flooded all the vale. 
" Hee-haw ! " cried he, " I hearken," as who knew 
For such ear-largess humble thanks were due. 
"Friend," said the winged pam, "in vain you 

bray, 
Who tunnels bring, not cisterns, for my lay ; 
None but his peers the poet rightly hear, 
Nor mete we listeners by their length of ear." 
Goixmy A, Italy, 1852. 



EPIGRAMS 

SAYINGS 

1. 

In lifers small things be resolute and great 

To keep thj muscle trained: know'st thou when 

Fate 
Thy measure takes, or when she '11 say to thee, 
*^ I find thee worthy ; do this deed for me " ? 

2. 

A camel-dnver, angry with his drudge, 
Beating him, called him hunchback ; to the hind 
Thus spake a dervish: ** Friend, the Eternal 

Judge 
Dooms not His work, but ours, the crooked mind." 

3. 

Swiftly the politic goes : is it dark ? — he borrows 

a lantern ; 
Slowly the statesman and sure, guiding his steps 

by the stars. 

4. 

" Where lies the capital, pilgrim, seat of who gov- 
erns the Faithful?" 

^^ Thither my footsteps are bent : it is where Saadi 
is lodged." 
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INSCRIPTIONS 

FOB A BELL AT COBNELL UKIVEBSITr 

I CALL as fly the irrevocable hours. 
Futile as air or strong as fate to make 

Your lives of sand or granite ; awful powers, 
Even as men choose, they either give or take. 



FOB A MEMOBLIL WINDOW TO SIB WALTEB BALEIGH, 
SET UP IN ST. MABGABET's, WESTMINSTEB, BY AMEB- 
ICAN C0NTBIBUT0B8 

The New World's sons, from England's breasts we 
drew 

Such milk as bids remember whence we came ; 
Proud of her Past wheref rom our Present grew. 

This window we inscribe with £aleigh*s name. 



FBOPOSED FOB A SOLDIEBS' AND SAILOBS* MONUMENT 

IN BOSTON 

To those who died for her on land and sea. 
That she might have a country great and free, 
Boston builds this : build ye her monument 
In lives like theirs, at duty's summons spent. 
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A MISCONCEPTION 

B, TAUGHT by Pope to do his good by stealth, 
'Twixt participle and noun no difference feeling, 
In office placed to serve the Commonwealth, 
Does himself all the good he can by stealing. 



THE BOSS 

Skilled to pull wires, he baffles Nature's hope, 
Who sure intended him to stretch a rope. 



SUN-WORSHIP 

If I were the rose at your window, n 
Happiest rose of its crew, 
Every blossom I bore would bend inward, 
They ^d know where the sunshine grew. 



CHANGED PERSPECTIVE 

Full oft the pathway to her door 
I 've measured by the selfsame track. 
Yet doubt the distance more and more, 
'T is so much longer coming back I 
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WITH A PAIR OF GLOVES LOST IN A 

WAGER 

We wagered, she for sunshine, I for rain. 
And I should hint sharp practice if I dared ; 
For was not she beforehand sure to gain 
Who made the sunshine we together shared ? 



-A 



SIXTY-EIGHTH BIRTHDAY 

As life runs on, the road grows strange 
With faces new, and near the end 
The milestones into headstones change, 
'Neath every one a friend. 



INDEX OP FIRST LINES 

A beggar through the 'world am I, vii. 14. 

A camel-driver, angry with his dradg^, z. 259. 

A heap of bare and splintery crags, ix. 197. 

A hnndred years I they *ie quickly fled, z. 245. 

A legend that grew in the forest^s hush, yiL 198ii 

A lily thoa wast when I saw thee first, viL 28. 

A poet cannot strive for despotLsm, vii. 60. 

A presence both by night and day, ix. 190. 

A race of nobles may die out, vii. 276. 

A stranger came one night to TussooTs tent, ix. 242. 

About the oak that framed this chair, of old, x. 132^ 

Alike I hate to be your debtor, ix. 272. 

Along a river-side, I know not where, x. 1. 

Amid these fragments of heroic days, x. 184. 

An ass munched thistles, while a nightingale, x. 258. 

** And how could you dream of meeting ? " x. 195. 

Another star ^neath Timers horizon dropped, vii. 289. 

Are we, then, wholly fallen ? Can it be, viL 269. 

As a twig trembles, which a bird, vii. 245. 

As, cleansed of Tiber^s and Oblivion* s slime, x. 135. 

As, flake by flake, the beetling avalanches, vxL 252. 

As life runs on, the road grows strange, x. 262. 

As sinks the sun behind yon alien hills, x. 183. 

As the broad ocean endlessly upheaveth, viL 64. 

At Camac in Brittany, close on the bay, x. 156. 

At length arrived, your book I take, x. 123. 

At twenty we fancied the blest Middle Ages, x. 242. 

Ay, pale and silent maiden, vxL 53. 

B, taught by Pope to do his good by stealth, x. 26L 
Beauty on my hearth-stone blazing ! ix. 246. 
Beloved, in the noisy city here, viL 64, 
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Cone back before the binli an flmrn. x. 171. 
" CeoM furth! " laj ealbird calla to ■» 
Csrtia, whuH Wit, with Fuft am (a ( 



Daar Six. — Yon vii 
Dur Sir. — Yudt Is. 
Dur Wendell, «h} u 
DMth Drier nune ao i 
Don't b»lie.e Ln the f,,i 
Dowo 'mid tho '— |^Tii nn 



INDEX OF FIRST LINES 266 

Great traths are portioiis of tlie sonl of man, viL OOi 
Gnreiier B. is a fensible man, Tiii. 66. 

He came to Floienoe long ago, ix. 179. 

He spoke of Bums : men rade and rough, yii. 120. 

He stood upon the world*s broad threshold ; wide, TiL 7(X 

He who first stretched his nerves of subtile wire, x. 201. 

Heayen^s cup held down to me I drain, vii. 242. 

Here once my step was quickened, ix« 216. 

'* Here we stan' on the Constitution, by thunder ! tuL 91. 

Hers all that Earth could promise or bestow, z. 186. 

Hers is a spirit deep, and crystal-dear, yii. 8. 

How strange are the freaks of memory I ix. 278. 

How struggles with the tempest^s swells, ix. 253. 

How was I worthy so divine a loss, x. 170. 

Hushed with broad sunlight lies the hill, vii. 273. 

am a man of forty, sirs, a native of East Haddam, ix. 120. 

ask not for those thoughts, that sudden leap, viL 60. 

call as fly the irrevocable hours, x. 260. 

cannot think that thou shouldst pass away, vii. 62. 

christened you in happier days, before, x. 127. 

could not bear to see those eyes, x. 177. 

did not praise thee when the crowd, vii. 277. 

do not come to weep above thy pall, viL 286. 

don't much expose, howsoever I should plen it, viii. 870. 

du believe in Freedom*s cause, viii. 99. 

go to the ridge in the forest, ix. 218. 

grieve not that ripe knowledge takes away, vii. 71. 

had a little daughter, vii. 246. 

have a fancy : how shall I bring it, x. 204. 

hed it on my min* las* time, when I to write ye started, viiL 

279. 
know a falcon, swift and peerless, viL 129. 
love to start out arter night 's begun, viii 258. 
need not praise the sweetness of his song, ix. 281. 
rise, Bir. Chairman, as both of us know, x. 254. 
sat and watched the walls of night, x. 200. 
sat one evening in my room, vii. 216* 
saw a Sower walking slow, vii. 160. 
saw the twinkle of white feet, vii. 175. 
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I sent you a message, my friens, t' other day, tui. 902. 

I spose you recollect thet I explidned my gennle riews, tuL 134. 

I spose you wonder ware I be ; I can^t tell, fer the soul o' me, 

▼iii. 117. 
I swam with undulation soft, ix. 266. 

I thank ye, my friends, for the warmth o* your greetin', yiiL 318<. 
I thought our love at full, but I did err ; yii. 72. 
I treasure in secret some long, fine hair, ix. 211. 
I, walking the familiar street, z. 159. 
I was with thee in Hearen : I cannot tell, z. 183. 
I watched a moorland torrent run, z. 202. 
I went to seek for Christ, Tii. 176. 
I would more natures were like thine, yii. 29. 
I would not haTe this perfect love of ours, yiL 58w 
If I let fall a word of bitter mirth, z. 64. 
If I were the rose at your window, z. 261. 
In a small chamber, friendless and unseen, txL 282. 
In his tower sat the poet, yiL 46. 
In lifers small things be resolute and great, z. 259. 
In the old days of awe and keen-eyed wonder, yii. 32. 
In town I hear, scarce wakened yet, z. 178. 
Into the sunshine, yii. 30. 
It is a mere wild rosebud, yii. 119. 
It don't seem hardly right, John, yiiL 266. 
It mounts athwart the windy hill, iz. 287. 
It was past the hour of trysting, yiL 212. 
It *8 some consid*ble of a spell senoe I hain't writ no letters, TiiL 

222. 

Leayes fit to haye been poor Juliette cradle-rh3rme, z. 136. 

Light of triumph in her eyes, z. 193. 

Look on who will in apathy, and stifle they who can, yiL 222. 

Maiden, when such a soul as thine is bom, yiL 61. 

Mary, since first I knew thee, to this hour, yiL 68. 

Men say the sullen instrument, iz. 285. 

Men ! whose boast it is that ye, yii. 146. 

My coachman, in the moonlight there, iz. 181. 

My day began not till the twilight fell, z. 148. 

My heart, I cannot still it, z. 198. 

My Loye, I haye no fear that thou shouldst die, yiL 62. 
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My name is Water : I have sped, viL 264. 

My soul was like the sea, vii. 26. 

My worthy &iend, A. Gordon Knott, ix. 96. 

Nerer, sorely, was holier man, viL 207. 

New England's poet, rich in loTe as years, z 134. 

Nine years have slipt like honr-glass sand, ix. 189. 

No? Hezhe? He haint, though ? Wut? Voted agin him f 

YiiL76. 
Nor deem he liyed nnto himself alone, x. 128. 
Not always unimpeded can I pray, ix. 172. 
Not as all other women are, viL 15. 
Now Biom, the son of Heriulf , had ill days, ix. 220. 

O days endeared to eyery Muse, x. 231. 

** O Dryad feet," x. 192. 

O dwellers in the valley-land, Tii. 210. 

O Land of Promise I from what Pisgah^s height, viL 172. 

O moonlight deep and tender, viL 56. 

O, wandering dim on the extremest edge, viL 168. 

Of all the myriad moods of mind, yii. 250. 

Oft round my hall of portraiture I gaze, x. 182. 

Oh, tell me less or tell me more, x. 177. 

Old events have modem meanings ; only that survives, ix. 281. 

Old Friend, farewell I Tour kindly door again, x. 128. 

Onoe git a smell o' musk into a draw, viii 330. 

Onoe hardly in a cycle hlossometh, vii. 65. 

Once on a time there was a pool, viii. 298. 

One after one the stars have risen and set, vxL 105. 

One feast, of holy days the crest, ix. 245. 

One kiss from all others prevents me, x. 179. 

Opening one day a book of mine, x. 199. 

Our love is not a fading, earthly flower, vii. 69. 

Onr ship lay tumbling in an angry sea, x. 14. 

Over his keys the musing organist, vii. 291. 

PhcBbus, sitting one day in a laurel-tree*s shade, ix. 15. 

Praisest Law, friend ? We, too, love it much as they that love it 

best, vii. 258. 
Propped on the marsh, a dwelling now I see, viiL 23. 
Ponctorum garretos colens et cellara Quinqne, viiL 355. 
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Rabbi Jehoeha used to say, ix. 244. 

Reader I Walk np at onoe (it 'will booh be too late), iz. 1. 

Rippling through thy branches goes the winiihine, til 21& 

Said Christ our Lord, ** I will go and see, vii. 262. 

Seat of all woes ? Though Natuie^s firm decree, x. 187. 

She gave me all that woman can, x. 172. 

Shell, whose lips, than mine more cold, x. 208. 

Ship, blest to bear such freight across the blue, x. 188. 

Shy soul and stalwart, man of patient will, x. 129. 

Silenoioso por la puerta, x. 180. 

Sisters two, all praise to yon, vii. 162. 

Skilled to pull wires, he baffles Naturals hope, x. 26L 

Sleep is Death^s image, — poets tell us so, x. 172. 

So dreamy-soft the notes, so far away, x. 187. 

Some sort of heart I know is hers, — vii. 233. 

Sometimes come pauses of calm, when the TB^pt bud, ^iHiy his 

heart back, x. 166. 
Somewhere in India, upon a time, ix. 137. 
Spirit, that rarely comest now, ix. 257. 
Still thirteen years : 't is autumn now, ix. 213. 
Swiftly the politic goes : is it dark ? — he bonows a laotam, x. 

259. 

Thank God, he saw you last in pomp of May, x. 127. 

Thanks to the artist, ever on my wall, x. 135. 

That 's a rather bold speech, my Lord Bacon, x. 197. 

The Bardling came where by a river grew, ix. 232. 

The century numbers fourscore years, x. 202. 

The cordage creaks and rattles in the wind, viL 148i. 

The dandelions and buttercups, ix. 176. 

The electric nerve, whose instantaneous thrill, x. 101. 

The fire is burning clear and blithely, ix. 243. 

The hope of Truth grows stronger, day by day, vii 68. 

The little gate was reached at last, ix. 212. 

The love of all things springs from love of one, viL 68. 

The Maple puts her corals on in May, x. 185. 

The misspelt scrawl, upon the wall, x. 253. 

The moon shines white and silent, vii. 41. 

The New World's sons, from England's breasts we drvw, x. 960l 

The next whose fortune 't was a tale to tell, x. 205. 
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The night is dark, the stinging sleet, yiL 38. 

The old Chief, feeling noir 'wellnigh his end, Tii 142. 

The path from me to you that led, x. 167* 

The pipe came safe, and 'welcome too, x. 125. 

The rich man's son inherits lands, yii. 43. 

The same gfood blood that now refills, yiL 266. 

The sea is lonely, the sea ift dreary, viL 5. 

The snow had begun in the gloaming, ix. 166. 
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167. 
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The wisest man could ask no more of Fate, x. 130. 
The world turns mild ; democracy, they say, x. 23d. 
There are who triumph in a losing cause, yiL 280. 
There came a youth upon the earth, yiL 117. 
There lay upon the ooean*s shore, ix. 173. 
There neyer yet was flower fair in yain, Tii 63. 
Therefore think not the Past is wise alone, Tii 67. 
These pearls of thought in Persian g^ulf s were bred, x. 12SL 
These rugged, wintry days I scarce could bear, Tii 69. 
They pass me by like shadows, crowds on crowds, tU. 70. 
Thick-rushing, like an ocean vast, Tii 27* 
This is the midnight of the century, — hark ! ix. 174. 
This kind o* sogerin* aint a mite like our October tfainai', Tiii 

63. 
This little blossom from afar, Tii. 13. 
Thou look*dst on me all yesternight, Tii 60. 
Though old the thought and oft exprest, ix. 175. 
Thrash away, you 'U hev to rattle, Tiii. 44. 
Through suffering and sorrow thou hast passed, Tii 57. 
Thy loTe thou sentest oft to me, Tii. 201. 
Thy Toice is like a fountain, Tii. 23. 
Tis a woodland enchanted I ix. 234. 
To those who died for her on land and sea, x. 260. 
True as the sun's own work, but more refined, x. 18L 
True LoTC is a humble, low-bom thing, tU. 21. 
Turbid from London's noise and smoke, x. 173. 
T was sung of old in hut and hall, x. 166. 
'T were no hard task, perchance, to win, x. 6. 
Two brothers once, an ill matched pair, Tiii 29. 
Two fellers, Isrel named and Joe, Tiii. 27. 
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Woe worth the hour when it is eiime, tH. 284 
Wondroiis and awful are thy silent halls, vii. 170. 
Words pass as wind, bnt where great deeds were done, x. 74. 
Worn and footsore was the Prophet, yii 54. 
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Fact or Fancy ? x. 178. 

Falcon, The, rii. 129. 
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First ftiow-Fall, The, iz. 166. 
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Foreboding, A, x. 190. 
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Fountain, The, vii. 30. 
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X. 89. 
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France, Ode to, vii. 262. 
*' Franciscus de Verulamio ato oogita- 
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Future, To the, vii. 172. 

Oarrison, W. L., To, rii. 282. 
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Giddings, J. R., To, rii. 72. 
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Keats, Tk> the Spirit of, vIL 60. 
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Kossuth, vlL 276. 
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Landlord, The, viL 165. 
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Leaving the Matter open, viii. 29. 

Legend of Brittany, A, viL 78. 

L'Envoi (To the Muse), x. 82. 
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presidency in answer to suttin <|nes- 
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rier, inclosing a poem, of his son, Mr. 
Hosea Biglow, vlU. 43. 
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the Hon. J. T. Buckinghun, editor 
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Letter from Boston, vii. 306. 
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English Soldiers on Conoord BatOo- 
Ground), vii. 266. 

L<mging. vii. 260. 

Love, rii. 21. 
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M. O. S., To, ViL 68. 
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Maple, The, x. 186. 
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Message of Jeff Davis in Seorst Ses- 
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\ Midnight, viL 4L 
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